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PROLOGUE; 
Spoken by Miſs Pry. 


INCE 'tis the Intent and Buſineſs of the Stage, 
| 8 To copy out the Follies of the Age; 
To hold to ev*ry Man a faithful Glaſs, 
And ſbeau him of what Species he's an Aſs © 
¶ Hope the next that teaches in the School, 
Will fhexu our Author he's a: ſeribbling Fool. 
And that the Satire may be ſure to bite, ö 
Lind Heaw'n! Inſpire ſome venom d Prieſt to write, 
And grant Jome ugly Lady may indite. > ER 
For I aun have him laſb d, by Heavens! I wwoud, 
Till his Preſumption ſwam away in Blood, 5 
Three Plays at once proclaim a Face of Braſs, —'Þ 
No matter what they are; That's not the Caſe, 5 
To write three Plays, & en that's to be an Aſs. 
But what I leaſt forgive, he knows it too, 
For to his Coft he lately has known you. 
Experience ſhews to many a Writer's Smart, 
Dou hold a Court where Mercy ne er had part; 
So much of the old Serpent*s Sting you have, | 
You lowe ta Damn, as Heav'n delights to. ſave, _ 
In foreign Parts, let a bold Volunteer, „ 
For public Good, upon the Stage appear, 
He meets ten thouſand Smiles to diſſipate his Fear. 
All tickle on th' adventuring young Beginner, 
And only ſcourge the incorrigible 8 "REY 3 - 
They touch indeed his Faults, but with-a Hand 
So gentle, that his Merits: ftill may ftand * 
Kindly they buoy the Follies of his Pen, 
T hat he may ſhun em when he aurites again, 
But tis no ſo in this good-natur'd Town, | 
Abs one, an Ox, a Poet, or a Crown; | 
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SCENE, Sir John Brute's Houſe. | 


Enter Sir John, /olus. 


HAT cloying Meat is Love — when 
Matrimony's the Sauce to it? I” 1 
- Years Marriage has debauch'd my five 
| = 8 Senſes. 9 Thing I fee, every 
5 > Thing I hear, every Thing I feel, 
every Thing I ſmell, and every Thing 

I tafte——methinks has Wife in't. No Boy was ever 

ſo weary of his Tutor, no Girl of her Bib, no Nun of 
doing Penance, or old Maid of being chaſte, as I am 
of being-married; Sure there's a ſecret Curſe entail'd 
upon the very Name of Wife. My Lady is a young 
Lady, a fine Lady, a witty Lady, a virtuous Lady— 
and yet I hate her. There is but one Thing on Earth 
1 loath beyond her: That's fighting. Would my Cou- 
rage come up to a fourth Part of my Ill-nature, I'd 
.. ſtand buff to her Relations, and thruſt her out of Doors; 
But Marriage has funk me down to' ſuch an Ebb 
of Reſolution, I dare not draw my Sword, tho' even 
to get rid of my Wife, But here ſhe comes. 
| A4 Enter 


t — The Provtd Wife. 


Emer Lady Brute, 
L. B. Do you dine at Home to Day, Sir Fohn. 
Sir J. Why, do 1 expect I ſhould. tell you what 
I don't know myſelf ? 


L. B. I thought there was no Harm in aſking you. 
Sir F. If thinking wrong were an Excuſe for Im- 


pertinence, Women might be juſtify'd in moſt Things 


3 ſay or do. 
B. Tm ſorry I have ſaid any thing to diſpleaſe you. 
Sir J. Sorrow for Things paſt, is of as little Im- 


portance to me, as my dining at Home or Abroad 
ought to be to you. 


L. B. My Enquiry was only that I might have pro- 
vided N you hed. 

Sir F. Six to four you had been in the Wrong there 
again; for what I lik'd Yeſterday I don't like to-day, 
and what I like to-day, tis odds I maywt like to- 


morrow. 


L. B. But if I had aſk'd you whit you lik'd ? 

Sir J. Why then there would be more aſking about 
it than the Thing is worth, - 

L. B. Iwiſh I did but know how I might pleaſe you. 

Sir J. Aye, but that Sort of N is not a 
Wife's Falent. 

L. B. Whate'er my Talent is, I'm ſure my win has 


ever been to make you eaſy. 


Sir 7. If Women were to have their Wills, the 


World wou'd be finely govern'd. 


I. B. What Reaſon have I given you to uſe me as 


you do of late? It once was otherwiſe : You married 
mee for Love. 


Sir J. And you we "A Money : So you have your 
Reward, and I have mine. 


I. B. What is it that diſturbs you? 


Sir J. A Parſon. . 
L. B. Why, what has he done to you? , 
Sir 4 He has married me. [ Exit Sir John. 


| Lady Brute, fola. 
The Devil's in the Fellow, I think. —I was told 


: before I married him, that thus twould be: But I 


thongne 


The Provok'd. Wife. 9 
thought I had Charms enough to govern him; and 
that where there was an Eſtate, a Woman muſt needs 
be happy: So my Vanity has deceiv'd me, and my 
Ambition has made me uneaſy. But there's ſome Com- 

fort ſtill; if one would be reveng'd of him, theſe are 
ood Times; a Woman may have a Gallant, and a 
[agate Maintenance too —— The ſurly Puppy — 
yet he's a Fool for't: For hitherto he has been no 
Monſter: But who knows how. far he may provoke 
me? I never lov'd him, yet. I have been ever true to 
him; and that, in ſpite of all the Attacks of Art and 
Nature upon a poor weak Woman's Heart, in favour 
of a tempting Lover. Methinks ſo noble a Defence 
as I have made, ſhou'd be rewarded with a better Uſage 
Or who can tell Perhaps a good Part of 
what J ſuffer from my Huſband, may be à judgment 
upon me for my Cruelty to my Lover Lord, with *' 4 
what Pleafure. cou'd J indulge that Thought, were 
there but a Poſſibility of finding Arguments to make 
it good! —And how do I know but there may 
_— Let me ſee What oppoſes ! My matrimo- 
nial Vow Why, what did I vow?. I think I 
promis'd to be true to my Huſband, Well; and he 
promis'd to be kind to me: But he han't kept his 
Word Why then I'm abſoly'd from mine. O, but 
that Condition was not expreſt —— No matter, twas 
underſtood. Well, by all I fee, if I argue the Matter a 
little longer with myſelf, I ſhan't find ſo many Bug- 
bears in the Way, as I thought I ſhou'd, Lord, what 
fine Notions of Virtue do we Women: take up upon 
the Credit. of old foohiſh Philoſophers ! Virtue's its 
own Reward, Virtue's this, Virtue's that——Virtue's 
an Aſs, and a Gallant's worth forty on't. | 


Enter Belinda. 


L. B. Good-morrow, dear Couſin. 
Bel. Good-morrow, Madam, you Iook pleas'd this 
Morning. | 8 | | 
EL, B. I am ſo. , | 
Bel. With what, pray? , 13 
L. 2. With my Huſband, - © 1 


. 
— — — — . —— - h 0  ——_—_———— 


is] MP 1 Wife. : 


=: 

1 Biel. Drown Huſbands; for yours is a roV okin 
lt: Fellow: As he went out just now, I pray'd him to tell 
me what Time of Day *twas; and he aſk'd me if I 


3:0 took him for the Church-Clock, that was oblig'd to 
Fl tell all wo rag 7 LRERY 
= - L. B. He has been ſaying ſome od obli Things 
| to me too. In ſhort, Bells, he? has en er. ſo 3 
1. barouſly of late, that I cou'd almoſt reſolve to play the 
=! _ downright Wife and cuckold him. 
Bel. That wou'd be downright indeed. 
'} . Why, after all, there's more to be ſaid for't 
l | whe you'd i imagine, Child. He is the firſt Aggreſſor, 
N E 10 Ah, but you know, we muſt return Good for 
1 * L. B. That may be a Miſtake i in the Tranſlation— 
. Pr'ythee be of my 1 Belinda; for Pm poſitive 
3 I'm in the right; ar if you'll keep up the Prerogative 
| of a Woman, you'll likewiſe be poſitive you are in the 
1 right, whenever you do any Thing you have a Mind 
tWo. But I ſhall play the Fool and jeſt on, till I make 
| vou begin to think I'm in earneſt. 
Bel. I ſhan't take the Liberty, Madam, to think of 
1 any Thing that you deſire to keep a Secret from me. 
Y 1 I.. 8. , a my Dear, I have no Secrets. My 
1 Heart cou'd never yet confine my Tongue. 
Fl Bel. Your Eyes, you mean; for I'm ſure I have ſeen 
14 them gadding, when your Tongue has been lock'd up 
ſſe enough. 5 
2 18 L. B. My Eyes gaddin ! Prythee after who, Child? 
7 Js Bel. Why, after one that thinks you hate. Nen 
; | 1 much as I know you love him, | 
| 


| L. B. Conſtant you mean. PAC 3 
it Bel. I do fo. | 

1] 28 L. B. Lord, what ſhou'd put ſuch. a Thing into 
23:58 your Head ? 

38 Bel. That which puts Things into, moſt people's 

© it Heads, Obſervation. . 

_: L. B. Why, what have you obſerv'd, in the Name 
| . of Wonder? 

| Bel. Il have obſerv'd you bluſh when you met him ; ; 
force TR away from him ; and then be out of 
Humour 


— — — — Lage eee AP 2 — 


The Provo d Wife. 11 
Humour with every TY about you : In a Word, 
never was a poor Creature ſo ſpurr'd on by Deſire, or 
ſo rein'd in with Fear ! 5; 
L. B. How ftrong is Fancy! | 
Bel. How weak is Woman! : 
L. B. Pr'ythee, Niece, have a better Opinon of your 
Aunt's Inchnation. 1 
Bel. Dear Aunt, have a better Opinion of your 
Niece's Underſtanding. | 
I. B. You'll make me angry. 
| Bel. You'll make me lau of : 
L.. B. Then you are refoly'd to perſiſt! 
Bel. Poſitively. | 
IL. B. And all I can fay — 
Bel. Will ſignify nothing. 
L. B. Tho' I ſhould ſwear 'twere falſe 
Bel. I ſhould think it true. 
L. B. Then let us forgive, [A Hing her] for we have 
both offended: I, in making a Secret, you, in diſ- 
cov'ring it. | . 81 
Bel. Good-Nature may do much: But you have 
mo.e Reaſou to forgive one, than ] have to pardon 
rother. 5 | 
L. B. Tis true, Belinda, you have given me ſo 
many Proofs of your Friendſhip, that my Reſerve has 
been indeed a Crime: But that you may more eaſily 
forgive me, remember, Child, that when our Nature 
prompts us to a Thing our Honour and Religion have 
torbid us; we wou'd (wer't poſſible) conceal, even 
from the Soul itſelf, the Knowledge of the Body's 
Weaknefs. | | wb 1 
Bel. Well, J hope to. make your Friend amends, 
you'll hide nothing from her for the future, tho? the 
Body ſhou'd ſtill grow weaker and weaker. 
ö L. B. No, from this Moment I have no more Re- 
ſerve; and for a Proof of my Repentance, I own 
A Belinda, I'm in Danger. Merit and Wit aſſault me 
from without; Nature and Love ſolicit me within; 
my Huſband's barbarous Uſage piques me to Revenge; 
and Saran catching at the fair Occaſion, throws in my 
Way that Vengeance, which of all Vengeance pleaſes, 
. Women beſt. | e 
; | Hel. 


3 


eta 22 one. ant r 


d done to prevent Town-talk. 


they are pleas'd with her Wit, 


12 The Provekd Mie. | 
Bal. Tis well Conſtant don't know the Weakneſs of 
the Fortification ;, for o' my Conſcience he'd ſoon come 


on to the Aſſault. . 


L. B. Ay, and I'm afraid carry the Town too. But 
whatever you may have obſerv'd, I have diſſembled 
ſo well as to keep him-ignorant, So you ſee Pm no 
Coquet, Benda. And if you follow my Advice, you'll 
never be one neither. Tis true, Coquetry is one of 


the main. Ingredients in the natural Compoſition of a 


Woman, and I, as well as others, cou'd be well 
enough pleas'd to ſee a Crowd of young Fellows 
ogling, and glancing, and PROS | Occaſions to 
do forty fooliſn officious Things: Nay, ſhou'd ſome 
of *em puſh on, even to hanging or drowning : Why 
—Paith—if I ſhould let pure Woman alone, I ſhou'd 
e'en be but too well pleas'd with't. : 

Bel. I'll fwear *twou'd tickle me ſtrangely. 

L. B. But after all, *tis a vicious Practice in us, to 


5 give the leaſt Encouragement, but where we deſign to 


come to a Concluſion. For tis an unreaſonable Thing 
to engage a Man in a Diſeaſe, which 3 
reſolve we never will apply a Cure to. 

Bel. Tis true; but 4 a Woman muſt abandon. 


one of the ſupreme Bleſſings of her Life. For I am 


fully convinc'd, no Man has Ralf that Pleaſure in poſ- 
ſeſſing a Miſtreſs, as a Woman has in jilting a Gallant. 
L. B. The happieſt Woman then on Earth muſt be 
our Neighbour. Fi Tr . 
Bel. © the impertinent Compoſition! She has Va- 


nity and Affectation enough to make her a ridiculous 


Original, in fpite of all that Art and Nature ever 


furniſh'd to any of her Sex before her. 


L. B. She concludes all Men her Captives; and 
whatever Courſe they take, it ferves to confirm her 


in that Opinion. 


Bel. If they ſhun her, ſhe thinks 'tis Modeſty, and 


takes it for a Proof of their Paſſion. 


L. B. And if they are rude to her, tis Conduct, and 
Bel. When her Folly makes em laugh, ſhe thinks 
e 


* 


The Provok'd Wife. 13 

L. B. And when her Impertinence makes 'em dull, 
concludes they are jealous of her Favours. 

Bel. All their Actions and their Words, ſhe takes 

for granted, aim at her. 
L. B. And pities all other Women, becauſe ſhe 
thinks they envy her. 
Bel. Pray, out of pity to ourſelves, let us. find A 
better Subject; for I'm weary of this. Do you N | 
your Huſband inclin'd to Jeatouſy. _ 

L.B. O, no; he does not love me well enough 5 
that. Lord, how wrong Men's Maxims are! They are 
ſeldom jealous of their Wives, unleſs they are very 
fond of em; whereas they ought to conſider the 
Womens Inclinations, for there depends their Fate. 
Well, Men may talk; but they are not ſo wiſe as we 
— certain, | 

Bel. At leaſt in our Affairs. 

L. B. Nay, I believe we ſhou'd out- do em in the 
Buſineſs of the State too: For, methinks, they do and 
undo, and make but bad Work on't. 

Bel. Why then don't we get into the Intrigues of 
Government as well as they ? | 

L. B. Becauſe we have Intrigues of our own, that 
make us more. Sport, Cw And ſo let's in and 
conſider of em. [Exeunt. 


20 E N E, 4 Dreſfſing-Room 
Euter Lady Fancyful, Mademoiſelle, and Cornet. 


L. F. How do I look this Morning! >, 
Cor. Your Ladyſhip looks very ill Dake | 
IL. F. Lard, how ill-natur'd thou art, Cornet, to tell 
me ſo, tho? the Thing ſhould be true. Don't you know 
that I have Humility enough to be but too eaſily out 
of Conceit with myſelf? Hold the Glaſs ; I dare ſwear 
that will have more Manners than you have. Mademoi- * 
Sells let me have your Opinion too. 
Madem. My Opinion pe, Matam, dat your Ladyſhip 
never look fo well in your Life. ; 
L. F. Well, the Freurb are the prettieſt obliging 
People, they fay the moſt acceptable, well-manner'd 
Things and never flatter. | 
;  Madems 


14 The Provo d Wife. 

Madem. Your Ladyſhip fay great Juſtice inteed, 

L. F. Nay, every Thing's juſt in my Houſe but 
Cornet. The very Looking-glaſs gives her the Dementi. 
But Pm almoſt afraid it flatters me, it makes me look 
ſo very engaging. [ Looking affeedly in the Glaſs. 

Madem. Inteed, Matam, your Face pe handſomer den 
all the Looking-glaſs in the World, croyez moy. 
L. F. But is it poſſible my Eyes can be fo languiſh- 
ing, —and ſo 5 ieee 
Madem. Matam, if de Glaſs was Burning-glaſs, I 
believe your Eyes ſet de Fire in de Houſe. 

L. F. You may take that Night- gown, Mademoiſelle; 
get out of the Room, Cornet; I can't endure you. 
This Wench, methinks, does look ſo unſufferably 


ugly. 


Madem. Every Ting look ugly, Matam, dat ſtand 
by your Latiſhip. | | 
I. F. No really, Mademoi/elle,” methinks you look 
mighty pretty. | | 


Madem. Ah Matam ; de Moon have no Eclat, ven 
de Sun appear. A | N 
L. F. O pretty Expreſſion! Have you ever been in 


Love, Mademorſelle? - | \ 

Madem. Ony, Matam. f fehing. 
L. F. And were you belov'd again?  _ 5 
Madem. No, Matam. | Cue. 
L. F. O ye Gods! What an unfortunate Creature 


- ſhou'd I be in ſuch a Caſe! But Nature has made me 
nice for my own Defence : Pm nice, ſtrangely nice, 
" Mademoiſelle. I believe were the Merit of whole 
Mankind beſtow'd upon one ſingle Perſon, I ſhou'd 
ill think the Fellow wanted fomething to make it 
worth my while to take Notice of him: And yet 1 


cou'd love; nay, fondly love, were it poſſible to have 


a2 Thing made on purpoſe for me: For Pm not cruel, 
Mademoiſelle; I'm only nice. | 
Madem. Ah Matam, I wiſh I was a fine Gentleman 

for your Sake. I de all de Ting in the World, to get 
a little Way into your Heart. I make Song, I make 
Verſe, I give you de Serenade, I give great many 

Preſent to Mademoi/elle ; no eat, I no ſleep, I be 5 

b ane” 3 : J e 


** 


The P F ovok'd Wife. 15 
f be mad, I hang myſelf, I drown myſelf. Ah, ma 


chere Dame, que je vous aimerois. [ embracing her. 


L. F. Well, the French have ſtrange obliging Ways 
with 'em; you may take thoſe two Pair of. Gloves, 
Mademoiſelle. | 
Madem. Me humbly tank my fweet Lady. 
Enter Servant with a Letter. 


5 Ser. Madam, here's a Letter for your Ladyſhip. 
L. F. Tis thus J am importun'd every Morning, 


| Mademoiſelle. Pray, how do the French Ladies when 
they are thus accablees ? | 


Madem. -Matam, dey never complain. Au contraire, 
When one Fren/e Laty have got a hundred Lover 
Den ſhe do all ſhe can to get a hundred more. 

L. F. Well, let me die, I think they have it Goũt 
bon. For 'tis. an unutterable Pleaſure to be ador'd 
by all the Men, and envy'd by all the Women 


Vet III ſwear Pm concern'd at the Torture I give 'em. 


Lard, why was I form'd to make the whole Creation 


_ uneaſy ? But let me read my Letter. Reads. 


„ you have a Mind to hear of your Faults, inſtead 
& of being prais d fur your Virtues, take the Pains to 
« avalk' in the Green-walk in St. James's Park, with 
« your Woman, an Hour hence. You'll there meet one, 
c ah hates you for fome Things, as he could love yon 
« for others, and therefore is willing to endeavour your 
% Reformation If" you come to the Place I mention, 
« youll know.who 1 am; if you don't, you never ſhall: 
So take your Choice,” 745, 


This is ſtrangely familiar, Mademoi/elle 5 now have 
Ja provoking Fancy to know who this impudent Fel- 
low 1s. | b 
- Madem. Den take your Searf and your Maſk, and 
go the Rendezvous. De Fren/e Laty do juſtement 

L. F. Rendezvous! What rendezvous with a Man; 
Mademoiſelle ? ATi; +80 WY 


# 
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1 * What, and a Man perhaps I never ſaw in my 
Madem. Tant mieux: C'eſt done quelque choſe de 
nouveau. 

L. F. Why, how do I know ns Deſigus he. may 
f Lage? He may intend to raviſh me, for aught I 

now 

Madem. Raviſh ? — Bagatelle. I would fain ſee 
one impudent Rogue raviſh Mademoiſelle 3 Oui, je le 
voudrois. | 

L. F. O but my Reputation, Mademoiſelle, my Re- 
putation ; ah, ma chere Reputation. 

Madem. Matam Quand on Va une fois perdue 
n ren eſt plus embarraſſẽe. 
L. F. Fe, Mademoiſelle, Fe; Reputation is a Jewel. | 
2 3 . coute bien chere, Matam. 

ſure you would not ſacrifice your Honour 

to w_ Pleaſe? 
Madem. je ſuis Philoſophe. | 
L. F. Blefs me, how you talk! Why, * 1 

Honour be a Burden, ä muſt it not be 
ee, Ch fa ff 4 wel 
Maden. un a on- Quan el- 

que choſe * —— — m 'en dest 


: vite. 94 


IL. F. Get you gone, you little n French- | 
woman you, I yow and ſwear 1 muſt turn _ but of 
Doors, if you talk thus. 
Madem. Turn me out of Des 33 vounſelF | 
out of Doors, and go ſee what de Gentleman have 
to ſay to you—Tenez. Voila {giving her her Things 
29/9] votre Eſharpe, voila votre Coife, voila votre 
ſque, voila tout. Hey, Mercure, Coquin: : Call 
-hair for Matam, and one oder [calling awithin] 
for me: Va ven, We. 
1 [Turning to ber L , and helping her on bofti 
with ber Thinys.} 
6 Alons, Matam; depechez vous donc. Mon: Dieu, 
quelles Scrupules. - | . 
L. F. Well, for once, Mademoikilk, II follow your 
th out of the i OO Deſire I have to my | 
wag 
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; who. this ill-bred Fellow is. But. I have too much 
Pelicateſſe, to make: a Practice on't. 
Madem. Belle choſe vrayment que la Delicateſſe, 
lors qu'il s'agit de fe divertir a ca—Vous voila 
—_— pardons, -He bien? —qu' AVEZ vous donc? 
L. F. Pay Peur. | 
Madem. Je wen ay point moy. 
L. F. I dare not go. 
Madem. Demeurez donc. 
L. F. Je ſuis Poltrone. 
Madem. Tant pis pour vous. 
I. F. Curioſity's a wicked Devil. 
Madem. C'eft une charmante Sainte. 
L. F. It ruin'd our firſt Parents. 
Madem. Elle a bien diverti leurs Enfans. 
L. F. L'Honneur eſt contre. 
Madem.. Le Plaiſir eſt pur. 
L. F. Muſt I. then go? | 
Madam. Muſt you go?————-muſt you eat, muſt 
you drink, muſt you ſleep, muſt you live? De Nature 
id you do one, de Nature. bid you do toder.. Vous 
me ferex enrager. 
I. F. But when Reaſon correcta Nature Madoe- 
moiſelle? | 
Madem. Elle eſt donc bien inſolente, Ceſt ſa Sur 
ainẽe. 
below you then prefer 25 Nature to your 
Reaſbn » Mademoiſelle ? 
| Madem. Oui da. 
L. F. Pourquoi? | | 
Madem. Becauſe my Nature make me merry, my 
Reaſon make me mad. 
L. F. Ah, la e Frangoiſe. 


Madem. Ab, la belle Angloiſe. 
LF orcing her Lady oe 


_ - "Time enough tom 


- he Prouobꝰd 1 Wife. | 
eee ee 0:0: 0 0 
. 2 1 
SCENE, St. Jamess Park. 
Enter Lady Fancyful and Mademoiſelle. 


L. F. ELL, Fvow, Mademoiſelle, I'm ſtrangely im- 
patient to know who this confident Fellowis. 
ETEnxter Heartfree, | 
Lk there” s Heartfree. But ſure it can't be him; 
he's a profeſs'd Woman-hater. Yet who knows „ what | 
* wicked Eyes may have done? : 
Madem. Il nous approche, Matam. 

L. F. Yes, tis he: Now will he be moſt intolerably 
cavalier, tho' he ſhould be in Love with me. 

Fleartf. Madam, I'm your humble Servant; I per- 
ceive you have more Humility and good Nature than 
I thought you had. | 

IL. F. What you attribute to Humility and good | 
Nature, Sir, may perhaps be- only due to Curioſity. 
I had a Mind to know who *twas had ill Manners 
enou gh to write that Letter. [Throwing him his Letter. 

Hearif. Well, and now 1 hope you are fatisfy'd. 

L. F. I am fo, Sir ; Good-by Oye -- 

Hearrf. Nay, hold there; tho? you haye done your 
Buſineſh, I han't done mine: By your Ladyſhip's 
Leave, we muſt have one Moment's Prattle together. 
Have you a Mind to be the prettieſt Woman about 
Town, or not? How ſhe ſtares upon me! What! 
this paſſes for an impertinent Queſtion with you now's | 
' becauſe you think you are ſo already. 

L. F. Pray, Sir, let me aſk you a Queſtion in my Turn: 
By what Right do you pretend to examine me? 

Heartf. By the ſame Right that the ſtrong govern 
the weak, becauſe I have you in my Power, for you 
. cannot get ſo quickl * to your Coach, but I ſhall have 

e you hear "— Thing I have 
to ſay to you. 


L. F. Theſe are ſtrange Liberties you take, Mr. 
* | 5 


be Provok'd Wife: - 
| Heartf. They are fo, Madam, but there's no Help 
for it; for know that I have a Deſign upon you, 
L. F. Upon me, Sir! 17 | | 
Heartf. Ves; and one that will turn to your Glory,. 
and my Comfort, if you will but be a little wiſer than 
you ule to be. 7 J. To | 
L. F. Very well, Sir. e | 
Heartf, Let me fee = Your Vanity, Madam, I 
take to be about ſome eight Degrees higher than any 
Woman's in the Town, let t'other be who ſhe will; 
and my Indifference is naturally about the ſame Pitch. 
Now could you find the Way to turn this Indifference 
into Fife and Flames, methinks your Vanity ought to 
be fatisfy'd ; and this, perhaps, you might bring 
about upon pretty er N { 
L. F. And pray at what Rate would this Indiffe- 
rence be bought off, if one ſhould have ſo depraved 
an Appetite to deſire it? | 
 Heartf. Why, Madam, to drive a Quaker's Bar- 
gain, and make but one Word with you, if I do part 
with it - you muſt lay me down—your Affectation. 
L. F. My Affectation, Sir! 5 
Heartf. Why J aſk you nothing but what you may 
very well ſpare. . EE Fs Ef 
L. F. You grow rude, Sir. Come, Mademoi/elle, 
*tis high Time to be gone. A ek 
——— alons, alons. 4: #1 : , , 
 #Harif. | flopping tbem.] Nay, you may as well ſtan 
ſtill; 01 2 1 math, walk — 5 Way you pleaſe. 
L. F. What mean yeu, Sir? | 67 | 
Heartf. I mean to tell you, that you are the moſt _ 
ungrateful Woman upon Earth. 9 
L. F. Ungrateful! To who? 
Heartf. To Nature. 3 7 
L. F. Why, what has Nature done for me? 
Hearif. What you have undone by Art! It made 
you handſome; it gave you Beauty to a Miracle, a 
Shape without a Fault, Wit enough to make them 
reliſhn, and ſo turn'd you looſe to your own Diſcre- 
tion ; which has made ſuch Work with you, that you 
are become the Pity of our Sex, and the Jeſt of your 
wn. There is not a Feature in your Face, but © ow 
ot ave 
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| have found the Way to teach it ſome aſſected Con- 


vulſion; your Feet, your Hands, your very Fin 
Ends are directed never to move without ſome ridi- 
eulous Air or other; and your — is a ſuitable 

Trumpet; to- draw Peoples jo: ag. upon the Raree-ſhow. 
Madem. [ aſſde.] Eſt ce qu'on fait PAmour en An- 
gleterre comme Ca. | 

L. F. [afide.] Now 3 cry for Madneſs, but 
that I know he'd laugh at me for it. 

Heart. Now do you hate me for tell you theTruth, 
but that's becauſe you don't believe its 1 for were 
once convinc'd of that, you'd reform for your own Sake 

L. F. Every Circumſtance of nice Breding muſt 
| ert * ridiculous to one who has ſo run an 
| 313 o good Manners. | 

Hearif. But mo I could find the Means to <on- | 
| vince you, that the whole World is of my Opinion. 
L. F. Sir, tho” you and all the World you talk 
| ſhow'd be-ſo impertinently officious, as to 7 to pe 
ſuade me I'don't know how-to behave myſelf; I wa 
ſtill have Charity e enough for my on Underſtanding, 
to believe myſelt i in the right,. and all you in the wrong. 
= Lady F ancyful, and Mader iſelle. 
e after. ho There her ſingle Cla pper 


* publiſh'd th 8 . of thkwhole Sex. Well, this 


once I have endeavour'd to wiſh the Black-moor white, 
but henceforward P11 ſooner uncbertake to teach Since- 
rity to a Courtier, Generoſity t6*an_Uſurer, Honeſty 
to a Lawyer, than Diſcretion to P.Woman I ſee has 
once ſet her Heart upon playing the F ool. e 


E ner Conant, 


Merrow, Conſtant. 
Conft. r Jacks What are you doing 
here this Mornin | 

Hearif. Doing! 3 if you en I have | 
been endeavouring to perſuade my Lady n chat 
ſhe's the moſt fooliſh 1 — about Town. 

Conſt. A pretty Endeavour truly. 

Heart: I have told her in as plain Zn 75 as I could 
ſpeak, both what the T own 10 of her, and what I 


at 


N - 
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think of her. In ſhort, I have us'> her as an abſolute 
King would do Magna C harta. | 4 
Goof. And how does ſhe take it? 

Heartf. As Children do Pills; bite them, but can't 
ſwallow them. 

Conſt. But, pr'ythee, TE has put it into your Head, 
of all Mankind, to turn Reformer ? 

. Heartf. Why, one Thing was, the Morning hun 
upon my Hands, I did not know what to do with m 
ſelf: and another was, that as little as I care for Women, 
I cou'd not ſee with Patience one that Heaven had taken 
ſuch wond'rous Pains about, be ſo very induſtrious to 
make herſelf the Jack-pudding of the Creation. 

Conſt. Well, now could I almoſt wiſh to ſee my cruel 
Miſtreſs make the' felf-ſame Uſe of what Heaven has 
done for her, that fo I might be cur'd of the ſame Diſ- 
eaſe that makes me fo very uneaſy ; > for Love, Love is 
the Devil, Heartfree. | 

Heartf. And why do you let the Devil govern you? 

Con/t. Becauſe I have more Fleſh and Blood than 
Grace and Self-denial. My dear, dear Miſtreſs, *{death ! 
that ſo genteel a Woman ſhould be a Saint, when Re- 
ligion's out of Faſhion. 

Heart. Nay, ſhe's much in the wrong truly; but who 
knows how far Time and good Example may prevail? 
Conf. O] they have play'd their Parts in vain al- 
ready: Tis now two Years fince the damn'd Fellow 


her Huſhand invited me to his Wedding; and there 


was the firſt Time I ſaw that charming Woman, whom 
I have lov'd ever fince; but ſhe is cold my Friend, ſtill 
cold as the northern Star, | 

Heartf. So are all Women by Nature, which makes 


them ſo willing to be warm'd. 


Conſt. O don't prophane the Sex; pr'ythee think them 


all Angels for her ſake; for ſhe's virtuous even to a Fault. 


Heartf. A lover's Head is a are accountable Thin 
truly ; ; he adores his Miſtreſs for being virtuous, an 
7) is N. 7 with her becauſe ſhe won't be lewd. 

Con „the only Relief I expect in my Miſery 


is to ſe * ſome day or other as deeply engag'd as 
m elf, which will force me to be merry in the midſt 


of all my Misfortunes. : 
5 Hearife 


/ 
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-  Hearif. That Day will never come, be aſſur'd, Ned. 
Not but that I can paſs a Night with a Woman, and for 
the Time, perhaps make myſelf as good Sport as you 
cando. Nay, Ican court a Woman too, call her Nymph, 
Angel, Goddeſs, what you pleaſe : But here's the Diffe- 
Tence between you and I; I perſuade a Woman ſhe's an 
Angel, and ſhe perſuades you ſhe's one. Pr'ythee let me 
tell you how I avoid falling in Love; thatwhich ſerves me 
for Prevention, may chance to ſerve you for a Cure. 
Caſt. Well, uſe the Ladies moderately then, and 


Tu hear you. 


1 + |. 
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Heartf. That uſing them moderately undoes us all; 
but III uſe them juſtly, and that you ought to be ſa- 
tisſied with. I always conſider a Woman, not as the 
Taylor, the Shoemaker, the Tire-woman, the Semp- 
ſtreſs, and (which is more than all that) the Poet makes 
her; but I conſider her as pure Nature has contrived 
her, and that more ſtrictly than I ſhould have done 
dur old Grandmother Eve, had I ſeen her naked in 
the Garden; for I conſider her turn'd inſide out. Her 
Heart well examin'd, I find there Pride, Vanity, Cove- 

touſneſs, Indiſcretion; but above all Things, Malice: 
Plots eternally forging to deſtroy one mothehe Repu- 
tations, and as honeſtly to ch the Levity of Mens 
Tongues with the Scandal; hourly Debates how to make 
poor Gentlemen in Love with them, with no other In- 
tent but to uſe them like Dogs when they have done ; 
a conſtant Deſire of doing more Miſchief, and an ever- 
laſting War wag'd againſt Truth and Good-Nature. 
© Conf. Very well, Sir; an admirable Compoſition truly! 

Heartf. Then for her Outſide, I conſider it merely as 
an Outſide; ſhe has a thin Tiffany Covering over juſt 
ſuch ſtuff as you and I are made on. As for her Mo- 
"tion, her Mien, her Airs, and all thoſe Tricks, I know 
they affect you mightily. If you ſhould fee your Mi- 
ſtreſs at a Coronation dragging her Peacock's Train, 
with all her State and Inſolence about her, *twould 
ſtrike you with all the awful Thoughts that Heav'n 
1tſelcould pretend to from you: whereas I turn the 
whole Matter into a Jeft, and ſuppoſe her. ſtrutting in 

the ſelf ſame ſtately manner, with nothing on but hgr 
-Stays, and her under ſcanty quilted Petticoar. 
3 | . 5 


dear Heartfree. . 


all the 
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Conf. Hold thy profane Tongue; forT'll hear no more. 
 Heartf. What, you'll love on then? 
Conti. Yes, to Eternity. TED, 
Heartf. Vet you have no Hopes at all. 
Conſt. None. „„ 
Heartf. Nay, the Reſolution may be diſcreet enough ; _ 
perhaps you have found out ſome new Philoſophy, that 


Love like Virtue, is its own Reward : So you and your 


Miſtreſs will be as well content at a Diſtance ; as others 


that have leſs Learning are in coming together. 


Conſt. No; but if ſhe ſhould prove kind at laſt, my 
ets [Embracing him. 
Hleartf. Nay, pr'ythee don't take me for your Mi- 
ſtreſs; for Lovers are very troubleſome, _ 

Conſt. Well, who knows what Time may do? - 

Heartf. And juſt now he was ſure Time could do 
nothing. „„ | 
Cont. Vet not one kind Glance in two Years, is 
ſomewhat 8 1 4 

ou: Not ſtrange at all ; ſhe don't like you, that's 
A oF; 

Conft. Pr'ythee don't diſtract me. 

Heartf. Nay, you are a good handſome young Fel- 
low, ſhe might uſe you better: Come, will you go ſee 


ber; perhaps, ſhe may have chang'd her Mind; there's 


ſome Hopes as long as ſhe's a Woman. 
Conſt: O, tis in vain to viſit her: Sometimes to get a 


Sight of her, I viſit that Beaſt her Huſband, but ſhe. 
certainly finds ſome Pretence to quit the Room as ſoon 


as I enter. | 


 Heartf. It's much ſhe don't tell him you have made 
Love to her too; for that's another good natur'd og 


uſual amongſt Women; in which they have ſever 

Ends. Sometimes *tis to. recommend their Virtue, 
that they may be lewd with the greater Security. Some- | 
times tis to make their Huſbands fight, in Hopes they 
may be kill'd, when their Affairs require it ſhould be 
Jo: but moſt commonly tis to engage two Men in a 
Quarrel, that they may have the Credit of being fought 
for; and if the Lover's kilPd in the Buſineſs, they 
cry, Poor Fellow, he had ill Luck— and ſo they + 
Zo ta Cards. | £8 3 
7 | . Conſt. 


% 
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| Conft. Thy Injuries to Women are not to be forgi- 
ven. :Look to't, if ever you fall into their 3 | 

. © Heartf. They can't uſe me worſe than they do 
that peak well of em. O hohere comes the Knight. 


Enter Sir John Brute. 


— Your humble Servant Sir . 

Sir 7. Servant, Sir. | | 
Hleargf: How does all your Family? . 

Sir F. Pox o' my Family. | 5 

Conſt. How does your Lady 21 han't ſeen her abroad 
2 good while. * 
Sir J. Do? I don't know how ſhe 3 not I; ſhe was 
well 2 h Yeſterday; J han't been at home To- night. 

Conſt. What, were you out of Town? | 

Sir J. Out of Town! No, I was drinking. 

Con. You are a true Engliſpman; don't know your 
own Happineſs. If I were tories to ſuch a Woman, 1 
wou' d not be from her a Night for all the Wine in France. 

Sir J. Not from her!—Oons—what a time ſhould 
a Man have of that! „ 

Hearif. Why, there's no Diviſion, I pe. | 

Sir J. No; but there's a Conjunction, and at's 
.worſe ; -a Pox of the Parſon—— Why the Plague don't 
you two marry? I fancy I look like the Devil to you. 

Heartf. Why, you don't think you have Horns, doyou? 

Sir oY No, I believe my Wife's Religion wo Keep 
her honeſt, 

Heartf. And what will make her keep her Religion ? 

Sir J. Perſecution; and therefore ſhe ſhall have it. 

1 Have a care, Knight, Women are tender 
. 1 
Sir F. And yet, methinks, tis a hard Matter to 
break their Hearts. 

Conſt. Fy, fy; you have one of the beſt Wives in che 
World, and yet you ſeem the moſt. uneafy Huſband. 
Sir 7 Beſt Wives !—the Woman's well enough; ſhe 
haas no Vice that I know of, but ſhe's a Wife, and 
damn a Wife; if I were married to a Hogſhead of 
Claret, Matrimony would make me hate it, 

Hearrf, Why did you marry then? You were old 

ee | © 7 
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Sir J. Why did I marry ? I married becauſe I had 
a Mind to lay with her, and ſhe would not let me. 

Heartf. Why did you not raviſh her? 

Sir J. Ves, and fo have hedg' d myſelf into forty 
Quarrels with her Relations, beſides buying my Par- 
don: But more than all that, you muſt know, I was 
afraid of my Soul in thoſe Days; for I kept ſneaking 
cowardly Com anx, Fellows that went to Church, 
ſaid Grace to their Meat, and had not the leaſt Tinc- 
ture of Quality about them. 

Heartf. ButIthink you are got into a better Gan gnow. 

Sir J. Zoons, Sir, my Lord Rake and I are Hand and 
Glove: I believe we get our Bones broke together 
to- night; have you a Mind to ſhare a Frolick? 

Conſt, Not I, truly; my Talent lies to ſofter Exerciſes: 
Sir J. What, a Down-Bed and a Strumpet ? A Pox 

of Venery, I ſay. Will you come and drink with me 
this Afternoon ? | 
Con. I can't drink to-day, but we'll come, and it 
an Hour with you if you will. 
Sir J. Phugh, Pox, fit an Hour! Why can't you drink? 

Conſt. Becauſe I'm to ſee my Miſtreſs. 
TH FEW ho? s that? | 

Why, do you uſe to tell? 

F. Yes. 

Conſt. So won't I, 

Sr, ALT -: 

Conſt. Becauſe, tis a dan? 2 

Sir F. Would my Wife knew it, *twould be no 
Secret long. 

Conſt. Why, do you think ſhe can't keep a Secret: 3 

Sir J. No more than ſhe can keep Lent. : 

Heartf.. Pr'ythee, tell it her to try, - Con/tane. 
fe 7. No, pr'ythee don t, that 1 mayn't be plagu d 

wit 

Conf PII hold you a Guinea you don't make her 
tell it you. : 

Sir J. Pll hold you a Guinea I do. 

Con. Which Way? 

Sir J. Why, I'll beg her not to tell it me.” 
Heart. Nay, if any thing does it, that will. 

9 90 But do you think Sir 


SS 
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Sir, F. *Oons, Sir, I think a Woman and a Secret 
are the two impertinenteſt Themes in the Univerſe : 
Therefore pray let's hear no more of my Wife, nor 
your Miſtreſs. Damn 'em both with all my Heart, 
and every thing elſe that daggles a Petticoat, except four 
generous Whores, who are drunk with my Lord Rate 
and I ten Times in a Fortnight. [ Exit Sir John. 
Conti. Here's a dainty Fellow for you! And the 
verieſt Coward tog. But his Uſage of his Wife makes 
me ready to ſtab the Villain, 1 | ; 
Heartf. Lovers are ſhort-ſighted : All their Senſes 
run into that of Feeling. This Proceeding of his is 
the only Thing on Earth can make your Fortune. If 
any thing can prevail with her to accept of a Gallant, 
*tis his ill Uſage of her; Pr'ythee, take heart, I have 
great Hopes for you: And ſince I can't bring you 
quite off her, I'll endeavour to bring you quite on; 
for a whining Lover is the damneſt Companion upon 
Earth. a . 8 
Conſt. My dear Friend, flatter me a little more with 
theſe Hopes; for whilſt they prevail, I have Heaven 
within me, and could melt with Joy, 1 
 Hearif. Pray no melting yet; let Things go farther 
firſt, This Afternoon perhaps we ſhall make, ſome 
Advance. In the mean while, let's go dine at Lother's, 
and let Hope get you a Stomach. [Exeunt. 


SCENE, Lady Fancyful's Houſe, 
Enter Lady Fancyful, and Mademgiſeile. 


L. F. Did you ever ſee any thing ſa importune 
Mademoiſelle. - nn 
Madem. Inteed, Matam, to ſay de Trute, he want 
leetel 9 5 5 8 

L. F. Good- breeding! He wants to be caned, Ma- 
- demoi/elle : an inſolent Fellow ! And yet let me expoſe 
my Weakneſs, tis the only Man on Earth I could re- 
ſolve to diſpenſe my Favours on, were he but a fine 
Gentleman. Well! did Men but know how deep an 

Impreſſion a fine Gentleman makes in a Lady's Heart, 
they would reduce all their Studies to that of Good- 


breeding alone. 
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loſt. [ Sitting. ] 
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Enter Servant. | 


Serv. Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to dine yet? 

L. F. Yes, let em ſerve. [Exit Servant.] Sure 
this Heartfree has bewitched me, Mademoiſelle. Vou 
can't imagine how oddly he mixt himſelf in my Thoughts 
during my Rapture &'en now. I vow *tis a thouſand ' 
Pities he is not more-poliſh'd ; Don't you think ſo? 

Madem. Matam, I tink it ſo great Pity, dat if I was | 
in your Ladyſhip's place, I take him Home in my 
Houſe, I lock him up in my Cloſet, and I never let 
him go till I teach him every ting dat fine Laty expect 
from fine Gentlemen. "> 


I. F. Why truly I believe I ſhould ſoon ſubdue his 


Brutality ; for, without Doubt, he has a ſtrange Pen- 
chant to grow fond of me, in ſpite of his Averſion to 
the Sex, elſe he wou'd: ne' er have taken ſo much Pains _ 
about me. Lord, how proud wou'd ſome poor Crea- 
tures be of ſuch a Conqueſt! But I alas, I don't knoiv 


how to receive as a Favour, what I take to be ſo infi- 


nitely my Due. But what ſhall I do to new mould him, 
Mademoiſelle, for till then he's my utter Averſion? 
Madem. Matam, you muſt laugh at him in all de 
Place dat you meet him, and turn into de Reticule all | 
he fay, and all he do. 


L. F. Why truly, Satire has ever been of wond'rous 


_ Uſe to reform Ill-manners. Beſides, *tis my particular 


Talent to ridicule Kolks. ' I can be ſevere, ſtrangely ' 
ſevere, when I will, Mademoiſelle. — Give me the 
Pen and Ink——T find myſelf whimfical——Pll write 
to him —— Or P11 let it alone, and be ſevere upon 
him that Way. [Sitting down to write, riſing up again.] 
vet Active Severity is better than Paſhve. [ Sitting 
doaun.— Tis as good to let it alone too; for every 

Laſh ! give him, perhaps he'll take for a Favour. 
Yet 'tis a thouſand Pities ſo much Satire ſhould be 
— But if it ſhould have a wrong 
Effect upon him, *twould diſtract me. [Ring. 
Well, I muſt write tho? after all. [ Sitting. Or Pill 


let it alone, which is the ſame Thing. | Ri/ong.] 


Madem. La voila deterninee.  [Exeunt. 
oy 3 2 CT” 
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8 KN 
. 


SCENE opens. Sir John, Lady Brute, 
and Belinda ri/i ng from the Table. 2 


Sir 7. E RE; take away the Thangs ; I expect 
Company. But firſt 1 me a Pipe; 
Fll ſmoak. [To a Servant, 

L. B. Lord, Sir John, I wonder you won't leave 
that naſty Cuſtom. 

Sir J. Pr'ythee don't be impertinent. 

Bel. Ito Lady Brute.] I wonder who thoſe are he 
expects this Afternoon ? 

L. B. Pd give the World to know : Perhaps *tis 
Cenftant, he comes here ſometimes ; if it does prove 
him, Pm reſolv'd I'll ſhare the Viſit. | 

Bel. We'll ſend for our Work and fit here. : 

L. B. He'll choak us with his Tohacco. | 

Bel. Nothing will choak us when we are ni what 


we have a Mind to. Lowenvell. 
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. Enter Lovewell. 
Lov. Madam. | ; 
L. B. Here; bring my Couſins Work and mine 
hither. [Exit Lov. and re- enters with their Work, 


Sir J. Why, Pox, can't you work ſomewhere elſe. 

I. Z. We ſhall be careful not to diſturb you, Sir. 

Bel. Your Pipe would make you too thoughtful, 
Uncle, if you were left alone ; our Prittle-prattle will 


cure your Spleen. 


Sir J. Will it fo, Mrs. Pert! Now I believe it will 
ſo increaſe it, [ Sitting and Jmoaking] I ſhall take my 
* _—_— for a Paper-mill. 


o Bel. a/ide.] Don't let's ming him; let him 


405 what ol will, 
Sir 7. A Woman's Tongue a Cure for the Spleen 


* Oons—{ fide.) If a Man had got the Head - ach, they'd 
be for applying. the ſame * TT 
You 


— 
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L. B. You have done a great deal, Belinda, ance 


Yeſterday: 
Bel: Yes, I havework'dveryhard; how go you like it? 
L. B. O! 'tis the prettieſt Fringe in the World. 
Well, Couſin, you have the happieſt Fancy: Pr'ythee 
adviſe me about altering my Crimſon Petticoat. 
Sir F. A Pox o' your Petticoat; here's ſuch a Pra- 
ting, a Man can't digeſt his own Thoughts for you. 
. B. Don't anſwer him. [a.] Well, what do 
you adviſe me ? 
Bel. Why, really, I would not alter it at all. Me- 
thinks, tis ve pretty as it is. 
. B. Ay, that's true: But you know one grows 
weary of the prettieſt Things in the World, when one 
has had 'em long. 
Sir J. Yes, I have taught her that. 
Bel. Shall we provoke him a littic ? 
L. B. With all my Heart. Belinda, don t you long 
to be marry'd? | 
Bel. Why, there are | ſome Things in it which I 
could like well enough. . 
L. B. What do you think you ſhou'd dſlike ? 
Bel. My Haſband, a Hundred to One elſe... 
L. B. O ye wicked Wretch ! Sure you don't ſpealc 
as you think? 
Bel. Yes, I do: Efpecially if he ſmok'd Tobacco. 
[ He looks earneſtly at them. 


L. B. Why, that many Times takes off worſe Smells. 


Bel. Then he muſt ſmell very ill indeed. 
L. B. So ſome Men will, to keep their Wives from 
coming near em. 
Bel. Then thoſeWives ſhou'dcuckold'emataDiſtance. 
[He riſes in a Fury, throws his Pipe at em, and dri ves 
"em out. As they run off, Conſtant and Heartfree 
enter, Lady Brute runs againſt Conſtant. } 
Sir J. *Oons, get you gone up Stairs, you confede- 


rating Strumpets you, or Pll cuckold you with a Ven- 


geance. 
L. B. O Lord, he'll beat us, he'll beat us. Dear, 
dear Mr. Conftant, ſave us. [Exeunt, 


Sir J. Tl cuckold you with a Pox. 
Conjt, Heav'n ! Sir John, what's the Matter? 


«2+ 


3 Sir 7. 


” 
—— — — DS 
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Sir 7. Why theſe two Gentlewomen did but hear 


me ſay I expected you here this Afternoon; upon 
which, they preſently reſolv'd to take up the Room, 


o purpoſe to plague me and my Friends. 


Conf. Was that all? Why we ſhould have been 
glad of their Company. 

Sir J. Then I ſhould have FE weary of yours ; 
for I can't reliſh both together. They found F ault 


with my ſmoking Tobacco too; and ſaid Men ſtunk. 


- 


_ Compliment from me, I aſſure you. 


But I have a good Mind to ſay ſomething. 
Conf. No, nothing againſt the Ladies pray. 
Sir J. Split the Ladies. Come, will you fit down? 

Give us ſome Wine, Fellow. - You won't ſmoke ? 
Conft. No, nor drink neither at this TIO: 1 muſt 

aſk. y our Pardon. 

Sir FJ. What, this Miſtreſs of yours runs in your 
Head! I'll warrant its ſome ſuch ſqueamiſh Minx as 
my Wife, that's grown ſo dainty of late, ſhe finds 
Fault even with a dirty Shirt. 

Heartf. That a Woman may do, and not be very 
dainty neither. | 

Sir F. Pox of the Women, let's drink. Come, you 6 
ſhall take one Glaſs, tho? I ſend for a Box of Ne 
to ſweeten your Mouth after it. 

Conſt. Nay, if one Glaſs will ſatisfy you, III drink 
it, without putting you to that Expence. 

Sir F. Why that's honeſt. Fill ſome Wine, Sirrah : 
'So here's to you,: Gentlemen—A Wife's the Devil. 
To your being both married. [They drink, 

Heartf. O, your moſt humble Servant, Sir. 

Sir F. Well, how do you like 2250 Wine? 

Conſt. Tis very good indeed. | 
 Heartf. Tis admirable. | 

Sir 7. Then give us t'other Glaſs 

Conſt. No, pray excuſe us now: We'll come another 
Time, and then we won't ſpare it. 

Sir F. This one Glaſs, and no more. 1 it 
ſhall be > your Miſtreſs's Health: And that sa great 


. 


Conft. And *tis a very obliging one to me: 80 give 


| us the Glaſſes. 


Sir J. So; let * live. . lor, John coughs in the Glaſs. 
; Hear. 


o — 


diſtinguiſn'd Cuckold. 
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Heartf. And be kind. | | 8 
Conft. What's the Matter? Does it go the wrong Way? 
Sir 0 If I had Love enough to be jealous, I ſhould 

take this for an ill Omen: For I never drank m 

Wife's Health in my Life, but I puk'd in the Glaſs. 
Conſt. O ſhe's too virtuous to make any reaſonable 


Man jealous. | 
Sir J. Pox of her Virtue. If I cou'd but catch her 


| 2 I might be divorc'd from her by Law. 


Heartf. And ſo pay her a yearly Penſion, to be a 


Enter Servant. 
Serv. Sir, there's my Lord Rake, Colonel Bally, and 


| ſome other Gentlemen at the Blue-Poſts, deſire your 


Company. . N | | | 
Sir J. Cod's ſo, we are to conſult about playing the 
Devil to-night. FO 
Heartf. Well, we don't hinder Buſineſs, 
Sir 50 'Methinks, I don't know how to leave you 
two: But for once I muſt make bold. Or look you; 


may be the Conference mayn't laſt long! So if you'll 
wait here half an Hour, or an Hour; if I don't come 


then 


why then I won't come at all. 

Hearif. [to Conſt.] A good modeſt Propoſition, truly. 
| N wy ? Aſide. 

Conſt. But let's accept on't however. Who knows 


what may happen? 


Hearif. Well, Sir, to ſhew you how fond we are of | 


your Company, we'll expect your Return as long as 


neſs you know muſt be done. So your Servant 


introduce you. | 


we can. 
Sir J. Nay, may be I mayn't-ſtay at all; but Buſi- 


Or, hark you, if you have a Mind to take a Friſſe 

with us, I have an Intereſt with my Lord ; I can eaſily 
Con/t. We are much beholden to you; but for my 

Part, Pm engag'd another Way. | 

Sir J. What! to your Miſtreſs, III warrant. Pr'y- 


- thee, leave your naſty Punk to entertain herſelf with 


her own lewd Thoughts, and make one with us to- 


night. 


SS: Conſt. 
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Conſt. Sir, tis Buſineſs that is to employ me. 
113 And me; and Buſineſs muſt be done, you 
know. | 
Sir J. Ay, Women's Buſineſs, tho' the World 
were conſum'd fort. Exit Sir John. 
Conſt. Farewel, Beaſt; and now, my dear Friend, 
would my Miftreſs be but as complaiſant as ſome 
Men's Wives, who think it a Piece of good Breedin 
to receive the Viſits of their Huſband's Friends in his 
Abſence. by | | 
Heartf. Why, for your Sake, I could forgive her, 
tho? ſhe ſhould be ſo complaiſant to receive ſomething 
- elſe in his Abſence. But what Way ſhall we invent 
to ſee her? | | 
Conſt. O ne'er hope it: Invention will prove as 
vain as Wiſhes. 5 | 


Enter Laay Brute and Belinda, 


Heartf. What do you think now, Friend? 
Conſt. I think I ſhall ſwoon. 1 
Hearif: P'Il ſpeak firſt then, whilſt you fetch Breath. 
L. B. We think ourſelves oblig'd, Gentlemen, to 
come and return you Thanks for your Knight-Er- 
rantry. We were juſt upon being devour'd by the fiery 
Dragon. 1 EP 
el. Did not his Fumes almoſt knock you down, 
Gentlemen? 2 

Heartf. Truly, Ladies, we did undergo ſome 

Hardſhips ; and ſhould have done more, if ſome 
greater Heroes than ourſelves hard by had not diverted 
bim. Fo | | 

Con. Tho' Pm glad of the Service you are pleas d 
to ſay we have done you; yet Pm ſorry we could do 

it in no other way, than by making ourſelves privy 
to what you would perhaps have kept a Secret. 

L. B. For Sir John's Part, I ſuppoſe he deſign'd it 
no Secret, fince he made ſo much Noiſe. And for 
myſelf, truly Pm not much concern'd, ſince 'tis fallen 
only into this Gentleman's Hands and yours; who, I 

have many Reaſons to believe, will neither interpret 


nor report any Thing to my Diſadvantage. 
: ; | | : Conſt.” 
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Conſt. Your good Opinion, Madam, was what 1 
fear'd I never could have merited. | 
L. B. Your Fears were vain then, Sir; * I'm juſt 
to every Body. ; 
Heartf. Pr'ythee, Conflant, what is't you do to 
get the Ladies | apy nn j for Pm a Novice at 
it? 
Bel. sir, vil you oive me kad to inſtruct you ? 
Heartf. Yes, that I will with all my Soul, Madam. 
Bel. Why then you muſt never be ſlovenly; never 
be out of Humour, never ſmoke Tobacco, nor drink - 
but when you are dry. 
Heart. That's hard. . 
Conſt. Nay, if you take his Bottle foi him, you 
break his Heart, Madam. 
Bel. Why, is it Neale the Gentleman can love 
Drinking! - - 
Heartf. Only by Way of Antidote. 
Bel. Againſt what, pray ? 
Heartf. Againſt Love, Madam. 
L. B. Are you afraid of being in Love, Sir? 
Feartf. I fhow'd, if there were any Danger of it. * 
L. B. pray why fo : 2 96 
Heart: Becauſe 1 * had an Averſion to being: 
us'd like a Dog. f 
Bel. Why, truly, Men in Ne are ſeldom us'd 
better, | 
L. B. But was you never in Love, Sir? 
Hearif. No, I thank Heav'n, Madam. 
Bel; Pray, where got you your Learning then 3 ** 
Heartf. Frem other 9 Expence. 
Biel. That's being a Spunger, Sir, which is ſcarce: 
honeſt: If you'd buy fome Experience with your own n 
Money, as *twould' be fairlier got, ſo twould ſtick 


by vou. 
Enter Footman. 


Fort. Madam, here's my wy Tanaris to wait 
upon. your Ladyſhip. + 


IL. B. Shield me; kind Heaven! What an e 5 


tion of Impertinence is here coming upon us:? 
| : ; B. 5 . Enter 


— ProvoR'd Wife, 


Enter Lacy F ey, vhs. runs Ir * 70. Lab Brute, 
| then to Belinda, hiffing em. 2 5 


L. F. My dear Lady Brute, and ſveet Belinaa, 
methinks, tis an Age fince I ſaw you. 

IL. Z. Vet tis but three Days; ſure you have paſs'd 
your Time very ill, it ſeems ſo long to you. | 

L. F. Wh really to confeſs the Truth to you, I 
am ſo everlaſtingly fatigu'd with the Addreſſes of un- 
- fortunate Gentlemen, that, were it not for the Ex- 
e re of the Example, I ſhou'd e' en tear out 
theſe wicked Eyes with my own Fingers, to make 
both myſelf _ Mankind eaſy. What think you 
on't, Mr. Hearifree, for I take you to be wy: faithful 
"Adviſer ? 

 Heartf. Why, truly, Madan——T ets evi ery * 
Project that is for the good of Mankind, ought to be 
encourag d. 

L. F. Then I have your Conſent, Sir ? 

Heartif. To do whatever you pleaſe, Madam. 

L. F. Vou had a much more limited Complaiſance 
this Morning, Sir. Would you believe it, Ladies? 
The Gentleman has been ſo exceeding generous, to tell 
me of above fifty Faults, in leſs Time than it * well 

poſſible for me to commit two of em. 
Conf. Why, truly, Madam, my Friend there * apt | 
to be ſomething familiar with the Ladies. 

IL. F. He is indeed, Sir; but he's wond'rous chari- 
table with it : He has had the Goodnefs to ag a 
Reformation, ev'n down to my Fingers ends. - 
"Twas thus, Ithink, Sir, [ Opening her Fingers in an a- 
_avard Manner. ] you'd have 'em ftand——— My Eyes 
too he did not like: How. was't you wou'd have 
directed em? Thus I think. oy at him. 
Then there was ſomething amiſs in my Gaite too: I 
don't know well how *twas ; but as I take it, he 
would have had me walk like him. Pray, Sir, do 


1 me the Favour to take a turn or two about the Room, 


that the Company may fee you He's ſullen, 8 
and won't. But, to make ſhort, and fa 
true an Idea as I can of the Matter, ink wee — 


"The Provok'd Wife. Yos 
much about this Figure in general, he would have 
moulded me to: But I was an obſtinate Woman, and 
could not reſolve to make myſelf Miſtreſs of his Heart, 
by growing as aukward as his Fancy. . 7 
[ She walks aukwardly about, ftaring and looking ungain- 
ly, then changes on. a ſudden to the Extremity of her 
uſual Afectation. : 2 „ 
Hearif. Juſt thus Women do, when they think we 
are in Love with 'em, or when they are ſo with us. 

Here Conſtant and Lady Brute talk together apart. 
| L. F. Twould however be leſs Vanity for me to 

conclude the former, than you the latter, Sir. 
Heart. Madam, all I ſhall preſume to conclude, is, 

That if I were in Love, you'd find the Means to make 

me ſoon weary on't. 2 . 
I.. F. Not by Over- fondneſs upon my Word, Sir. 
But pray let's ſtop here; for you are ſo much govern'd 
by Inſtinct, I know you'll grow brutiſh at laſt. 
Bel. [ Afide.] Now am I ſure ſhe's fond of him: PII 
try to make her jealous. Well, for my Part, I ſhould” 
be glad to find ſome- body would be fo free with me, 
that I might know my Faults, and mend em. 

L. F. Then pray let me recommend this Gentle- 
man to you: I have known him ſome Time, and will 
be Surety for him, that upon a very limited Encou- 
ragement on your Side, you ſhall find an extended 
Impudence on his. 8 8 5 

_ Heartf. I thank you, Madam, for your Recom- 
mendation : But hating Idleneſs, I'm. unwilling to 
enter into a Place where I believe there would be 
nothing to do, I was fond of ſerving your Ladyſhip, 
becauſe I knew you'd find me conſtant Employment. 

L. F. I told you he'd be rude, Belinda. 

Bel. O, a little Blüntneſs is a Sign of Honeſty, 
which makes me always ready to pardon it. So, Sir, 
if you have no other Exceptions to. my Service, but 
the Fear of being idle in it, you may venture to liſt 
_ yourſelf: I ſhall find you Work, I warrant you. 

Heartf. Upon thoſe Terms I engage, Madam; and 
this (with your Leave) I take for Earneſt. | 'Þ 

| Ys [Offering to 4i/s her — 
| | Bel. 


* 
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J. Hold there, Sir; Pm none of your Van 
ea But if Pm well ſerw'd, I give good Wages, 
and pay punctuall). 

[Heartf. and Bel. /cem-to continue talking familianly. 
Yon F. | Afide.] I dowt like this jeſting between 
Methinks the Fool begins to look as. if he 
5 5 in earneſt But then he muſt be a Fool in- 
deed. Lard, what a Difference there is between 
me and her. {Looking at Bel. ſcornfulhy.] How I ſnou'd 


deſpiſe ſuch a Thing, if I were a Man! What a 
Noſe ſhe has —— What a Chin What a Nec 

Then her Eyes And the worſt kiſſing Lips in the 

Uniĩverſe- No, ne; he can never like her, that's: 


poſitive Yet I can't ſuffer em together any longer. 
Mr. Heartfree, do you know, that you and I muſt 
have no Quarrel for all: this? I can't forbear being a 
little ſevere now and them: But Women, you * 
may be allowed any Thing. 
Heartf. Up to a certain Age, Madam. 
L. F. Which Pm not yet paſt, I hope. 
1 5 2 es fide.) Nor never will, TI dare fivear. 
Eaay Brute. }] Come, Madam, will your: 
Ladyihip bo Witneſs to 6h Reconciliation ? \ 
L. B. You agree oy at _ ? \ 
Heartf. Shghtingly. þ We for 
L. Fg ſe That was a ene ill- natur'd Reply 
L. B. Then there's no Challenges ſent between: 
. 
Heartf. Not from me, I promiſe. [Aſlide to Conſtant. E 
But that's more than I'Il do for her; ; for I know ſhe * 
can as well be damn'd. as forbear writing to me. 
Conft. That Þ believe. But I think we had beſt be 
going, leſt ſhe ſhould fuſpect ä and be- 
malicious. | 
Heartf. With all my Heart. 
Cum. Ladies, we are your humble Servants 1 * 
Sir John is quite engag'd, twould be in vain to expect 
him. Come, ear fes. | [ Exit. 
Heartf.. Ladies, your Servant, [To Belinda, ]-I hope 
Madam, you won't forget our Bargain; Pm, to. ſay 
what I WI" to 285 N Exit Heartfree. 


Bel. | 
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Bel Liberty of Speech entire, Sir. 

7.175 ade. ] Very pretty truly But how the 
Blockhea went out languiſhing at her; and not a 
Look toward me—Well, People may talk, but Mira- 
cles are not ceas'd. For 'tis more than natural, ſuch 
a rude Fellow as he, and ſuch a little Impertinent as. 
ſhe, ſhould be capable of making a Woman of my 
Sphere uneaſy. But I can bear her Sight no Jong- 
er methinks, ſhe's 22 ten times uglier than 
Cernet. I muſt Home, and ſtudy Revenge. [To Lady 
Brute, } Madam, your humble Servant; I muſt _ 
my Leave. 

L. B. What, going already, Madam * | 

L. F. I muſt beg you'll excuſe me this onee ; for 
really I have eighteen Viſits to return this Afternoon : 
So you ſee Pm unportun'd by the Women as well as 
the Men. | 
Bel. [ Afide.} And ſhe's quits with them both. E 

L. F. | Going. ] Nays you ſhan't go one Step out of 
the Room. | 

L. B. Indeed Pll wait upon you down. 

IL. F. No, feet 1 Brute, you Know 1 ſwoon at 


Ceremony. | 
L. B. Pray give me Leave. 
L. F. You know I won't. 
L. B. Indeed I muſt. 
L. F. Indeed you ſhan't.. 
L. B. Indeed I will. ; 
L. F. Indeed you ſhan't, 
L. B. Indeed I will. | | 
L. F. Indeed you ſhan't. Indeed, indeed, indeed, 
you ſhawyt. [Exit Lady Fan. running; they folloav, 


Re-enter Lacy Brute, „ala. 


This impertinent Woman has put me out of Humour 
for a Fortnight——What an agreeable Moment has 
her fooliſh Viſit interrupted? Lord, what a rs er 
there is in doing what we ſhould not do. 


Re-enter Conſtant. f 


Ha! * again? 


A 
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Conf, Tho' the renewing my Viſit may ſeem a little 
_ irregular, I hope I ſhall obtain your Pardon for it, 
Madam, when you know I only left the Room, left 
the Lady who was here ſhould have been as malicious in 
her Remarks, as ſhe's fooliſh in her ConduR. 
IL. B. He, who has Diſcretion enough w be tender 
of a Woman's Reputation, carries a Virtue about him 
that may atone for a great many Faults, ; 
Conſt. If it has a Title to atone for any, its Preten- 
ſions muſt needs be ſtrongeſt, where the Crime is Love. 
I therefore hope I ſhall be forgiven the Attempt I have 
made upon your Heart, fince my Enterprize has been 
a Secret to all the World but yourſelf. ; | 
I.. B. Secrecy indeed, in Sins of this kind, is an 
Argument of Weight to leſſen the Puniſhment ; but 
nothing's a Plea, for a Pardon entire, without a ſincere 
Repentance. | | LF get 
Conſt, If Sincerity in Repentance conſiſts in Sorrow 
for offending, no Cloiſter ever inclos'd fo true a Peni- 
tent as I ſhould be. But I hope it cannot be reckon'd 
an Offence to love, where it is a Duty to adore. , 
„I. B. Tis an Offence, a great one, where it would. 
rob a Woman of all ſhe ought to be ador'd for, her 


Virtec... . r 2 
Conft, Virtue ! Virtue, alas! is no more like 
the Thing that's call'd fo, than tis like Vice itſelf. 

L. B. If it be a Thing of ſo very little Value, why 

do you ſo earneſtly recommend it to your Wives and 
Daughters? 1 „ a ig ., - 

Conſt. We recommend it to our Wives, Madam, 
becauſe we wou'd keep 'em to ourſelves; and to our 
. Daughters, becauſe we wou'd diſpoſe of em to 

others. Wo 5 . 
IL. B. Tis then of ſome Importance, it ſeems, ſince 
- you can't diſpoſe: of them without it. | 
Con. That Importance, Madam, lies in the Hu- 
; mour of the Country, not in the Nature of the Thing. 
Pray what does your Ladyſhip think of a powder'd. 
Coat for deep Mourning ? 

L. B. I think, Sir, your Sophiſtry has all the Effect 
that you can reafonably expect it ſhould have; it 
„ ptizzles, but don't convince. ” 

; Po, Conft« 
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. Conft. Fm ſorry for i n 2 
L. B. I'm ſorry to hear you fay ſo. 1 
Conft. Pray why? 
I.. B. Becauſe if you expected more VE it, you 
have a worſe Opinion of my Undertanding than I 
deſire you ſhould have. | | 
Conſt. ¶ Aſide. ] I comprehend her: She would have 
me ſet a Value upon her Chaſtity, that I might think 
myſelf the more oblig'd to her, when ſhe makes me a 
Preſent of it. ¶ To her. ] I beg you will believe I did but 
rally Madam; I know you judge too well of Right 
and Wrong, to be deceiv'd by Arguments like thoſe, 
I hope you'll have ſo favourable an Opinion of my 
Underſtanding too, to believe the Thing call'd Virtue 
has Worth enough with me, to paſs for an eternal 
Obligation where er tis ſacrific d. 
L. B. It is, I think, ſo great a one, as ; nothing can 
re ay... 
00% ves; the making the Man you love your 
everlaſting Debtor. 
L. B. When Debtors once have borrow'd all we 
have to lend, they are Yeh apt to grow thy of their 
' Creditors Company. ; 
Con. That Madam, is only when they are fore d 
to borrow of Uſurers, and not of a generous Friend. 
Let us chooſe our Creditors, and we are ſeldom ſo 
| ungrateful as to ſhun 'em. 
LI. B. What think you of Sir Jaha, Sir; I was | his 
free Choice ? | 
Conf. I think he's married, Madam. | 
I.. B. Does Marriage then exclude Men from your 
Rule of Conſtancy? 
Conf. It does. Conſtancy 8 2 brave, free, haughty, 
generous Agent, that cannot buckle to the Chains of 
edloc 
L. B. Have you no Exceptions to this general Re, 
a8 well as to t' other? 
Dont. Ves, I wou' d, after all, he, an Exception to 
it myſelf, if you were Free in Power and Win to 
1 me ſo. "TY 1 15 
B. Com ments are we ac'd, v re e - 
* to lay hola on *em, pl in 
Conf, 


Conft. I wou'd. to Heav'n *twere poſlible for you to 
lay hold on mine, that you might fee it is no Com- 
| pron at all. But ſince you are already difpos'd of, 
beyond Redemption, to one who does not know the 
Value of the 3 you have put into his Hands, 1 
| hope you wou'd not think him greatly wrong' d, tho? 
it ſhou'd ſometimes be look'd on by a Friend, who 
knows how to efteem it as he ought, —— | 
| q B. H looking weden, 3 ſerve his Turn, 
the Wrong perhaps might not be v 8 
Conſt. EY , what if he oak very It now an 
then a Day, ſo he gave good Security to bring it 
Home again at Night ? V 
L. B. Small Security I fancy, might ſerve for that. 
One might venture to take his Word. 
Conft. Then where's the Injury to the Owner? 
L. B. *Tis an Injury to him if he think it one. For 
if Happineſs be ſeated in the Mind, Unhappineſs 
muſt be ſo too. 3 
CTCen. Here I cloſe with you, Madam, and draw 
my concluſive Argument from your own Poſition : If 
the Injury lie in the Fancy, there needs nothing but 
mat he; % ĩ˙ —¼ IE - 
L. B. [Going. | A ſurer Way to prevent it, is to hear 
no more Arguments in its Behalf. © FA 
Ton. [ following Ber.] But, Madam — 
IL. B. But, Sir, tis my Turn to be diſcreet now, 
and not ſuffer too long a Viſit. | 4 
| Conft. [catching ber Hand.] By Heaven, you ſhall 


| not ſar, till you give me Hopes that I ſhall ſee you 


again at ſome more convenient Time and Place. | 
L. B. I give you juſt Hopes enough Ereating from 

im. ] to get looſe from you ; and that's all I can afford 

vou at this im. © FExit running 


n Conſtant /ohes.. - 
Now, by all that's great and good, ſhe's a charming. 
Woman. In what Extaſy of Joy ſhe has left me! For 
me gave me Hope, did ſhe not ſay ſhe gave me Hope: 
Hope! Ay; what Hope——enough to make me 
let her go—why that's enough in Conſcience. Or, 
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no Matter how *twas ſpoke; Hope was the Word; it 


came from her, and it was ſaid to me. 
Enter Heartfree. 


Ha, Heartfree ! Thou haſt done me noble Service in 
prattling to the young Gentlewoman without there : 
Come to my Arms, thou venerable Bawd, and let me 
ſqueeze thee [ Embracing him eagerly.] as a new Pair of 
Stays does a fat Country Girl, when ſhe's carried to 
Court to ſtand for a Maid of Honour. 3 
Hleartf. Why, what the Devil's all this Rapture for? 

Conſt. Rapture! There's Ground for Rapture, Man; 
there's Hopes, my Heartfree, Hopes, my Friend. 

Heartf. Hopes! of what? 

Conſt. Why, Hopes that my Lady and I together, 
(for *tis more than one Body's Work) ſhould make Sir 
Jobn a Cuckold. | : 

Heartf. Pr'ythee, what did ſhe ſay to thee ? 

Conſt. Say! What did fhe not ſay ? the ſaid that 
ſays ſhe—ſhe ſaid—Zoons, I don't know what ſhe 
ſaid : But ſhe look'd as if ſhe ſaid every Thing I'd have 
her; and fo if thou'lt go to the Tavern, L'II treat thee 
with any Thing that Gold can buy; Þ'l1t give all my 
Silver amongſt the Drawers, make a Bonfire before 


the Door; ſay the Plenipo's have ſign'd the Peace, and 


the Bank of England's grown honeſt, \ [ Exeunt, 


' SCENE opens ; Lord Rake, Sir John, &c. at a 


Table 3 drinking « 


All. Huzza, 5 

L. R. Come, Boys, charge again—So—Confuſion 
to all Order. Here's Liberty of Conſcience. 

All. Huzza. | 

E. R. Come, ſing the Song I made this Morning, 
[L. R. Rep.] And in Peace Ill jog on to the Devil, 
Well, how do you like it, Gentlemen ? | 

All. O, admirable! 


Sir F. I wou'd not give a Fig for a Song that is 
not full of Sin and Impudence. | 

L. R. Then my Muſe is to your Taſte. But drink 

away; the Night ſteals upon us; we ſhall want Time 


to 


| 
| 
| 


——_ — —— h 
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to be lewd in. Hey, Page, ſally out, Sirrah, and 


| ſee what's doing in the Camp; ; we'll beat up their 
| Quarters preſently, 
Page. I'll bring your Lordſhip an exact Account. 
[ Exit . 
L. R. Now let the Spirit of Clary go round. Here's 
to our Forlorn Hope, Courage, Knight, Victory at- 
tends you. | 
Sir F. And Laurels ſhall crown me; drink away, 
and be damn'd. 
L. X. Again, Boys; ; tother Glas, and damn 
Morality | 
Sir 7 [re Yunk.] Ay — damn Moralit; — and damn 
And let the Conſtable be married. | 
All. n 


center: Page. — 


L. X. How are the Streets inhabited, Sirrah ? | 
Page. My Lord, its Sunday-night, they are full of 


drunken Citizens. 
L. R. Along then, Boys, we ſhall have a Feaſt, 


C. B. Along, noble 5 

Sir 7. Ay— along Bully ; and he that ſays Sir obs 
Brute is not as drunk and as religious as the drunkeneſt 
A ee of them all is a Liar, and the Son of a 

hore 


C. B. Why, that was bravely ſpoke, and Uke a 


free-born Engliſhman, 
Sir 7. What's that to you, Sir, whether I am an 

E ngliſoman or a Frenchman. © 

Ci. B. Zoons, you are not angry, Sir? 5 
Sir F. Zoons, I am angry, Sir 


talk of my Privileges ? 
L. R. Why, pr'ythee, Knight, don't quarrel here; ; 


leave private Animoſities to be decided by Day-light; 


let the Night be employed againſt the public Enemy. 
Sir F. My Lord, I reſpect you becauſe you are a 
Man of Quality. But MI make that Fellow know, I 


am within a Hair's Breadth as abſolute by -my Privi- 


\ leges, as the King of France is by his Prerogative. 


128 5 


- #4 by his Free takes Money where it is not his 


for if Pma 
£ 55 En bee what have you to do, even to 
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Due; I by my Privilege refuſe paying it where I owe 
it. Liberty and Property, and Old England. Huzza! 

All. Huzza! [Exit Sir John reeling, all following 


him, , : 
SCENE, 4 Bed-Chanter. 
| Enter Lady Brute and Belinda. 


L. B. Sure it's late, Belinda, IT begin to be ſleepy. 
Bel. Ves, tis near Twelve. Will you go to Bed? 
L. B. To Bed, my Dear? And by that Time I 
am fallen into a ſweet Sleep, (or perhaps a ſweet 
Dream, which is better and better) Sir 7% will 
come Home roaring drunk, and be overjoy'd he finds 
me in a Condition to be diſturb'd. 2 
Bel. O you need not fear him, he's in for all 
Night. The Servants ſay he's gone to drink with 
- my,Lard Hadss >. edt Els | 
| L. B. Nay, * not very likely, indeed, ſuch ſuit- 
able Company ſhould part preſently. What Hogs 
Men turn, Belinda, when they grow weary of Women. 
| * And what Owls they are, whilſt they are fond 
of 'em. * 
L. B. But that we may forgive well enough, be- 
cauſe they are ſo upon our Accounts. But pr'ythee 
one Word of poor Conſtant before we go to Bed, if it 
be but to furniſh Matter for Dreams: I dare ſwear he's 
talking of me now, or thinking of me at leaſt. 
Bel. So he ought, I think; for you were pleas'd to 
make him a Doo round Advance to-day, Madam. | 


L. B. Why, I have &en plagu'd him enough to 
_ ſatisfy any reaſonable Woman: He has beſieged me 
theſe two Years to no Purpoſe. - 
Bel. And if he beſieged you two Years more, he'd 
be well enough paid, ſo he had the plundering of 
you at laſt. THY FS | | 
L. B. That may be; but I'm afraid the Town 
won't be able to hold out much longer : for to confeſs 
the Truth to you, Belinda, the Garriſon begins to 
grow mutinous. EO 

Bel. Then the ſooner you capitulate, the ww 5 
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L. B. vet, metkinks, I wou'd fain ſtay a little 
longer to ſee-you fix d too, tliat we might ſtart together, 
and fee who cou'd love longeſt. - What think you, if 
Heartfree ſhould have a Month's Mind to you. 

Bel. Why faith I cou'd almoſt be in Love with him 
for deſpiſing that fooliſh, affected Lady Fancy 4 6 but 
5 = afraid he's too cold ever to warm " himſe by my 

—_—_ 
L. B. Then he deſerves to be Gone: to Death. 
Wou'd I were a Man for your Sake, dear Rogue, 
[Kr/fing ber.] 

Bel You'd wiſh yourſelf a Woman for your own, 
or the Men are miſtaken. But if I cou'd- make a 
Conqueſt of this Son of Bacchus, and rival his Bottle, 
what ſhou'd I do with him? He has no Fortune, I 
can't marry him; and ſure you wou'd not have me 


do don't know what with him. 


L. B. Why, if you did, Child, *twou'd be but a 
good friendly Part ; if *twere only to keep me in 
| . whilſt I play the Fool with Conſtant. - 
Bel. Well, if I can't reſolve to ſerve you that Way, 


I may perhaps ſome other, as much to your Satisfaction. 


But pray, how ſhall we contrive to ſee theſe Blades 


- again quickly? 


L- F. We muſt eien have Recourſe to the old Way ; - 
make em an Appointment *fwixt Jeſt and Earneft ; 
*twill look like a Frolick, and that you know is a very 
good Thing to fave a Woman's Bluſhes. 

Bel. You adviſe well; but where ſhall it be? 
I. B. In Spring Garden, But they ſhan't know 

their Women, till they pull off their Maſks ; for a 
Surprize is the moſt agreeable Thing in the World : 
And I find myſelf in a very Humour, ready to 
do *em any good Turn I can think on. 

Bel. Then pray write *em the neceſſary Billet, with- 
| out farther Delay. 

I. B. Let's go into your Chamber then, and whilſt 
." you ag 6 your 45 rntpeh PH do it, Child, [Exennt. 
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SCENE, Covent-Garden. 


Enter Lord Rake, Sir John, Oc, with Sqwords drawn, 


L. R. I the Dog dead? 
7 B. No, damn him, [ heard him 
wheeze. 


L. R. How the Witch his Wife howl'd ! ! 

C. B. Ay, ſhe'll alarm the Watch preſently. 

L. R. Appear, Knight, then; come, you have a 
good Caule to fight for, there's a Man murder'd. 

Sir J. Is there! then let his Ghoſt be ſatisfy'd ; 
for I'll ſacrifice a Conſtable to it e and burn 
his Body upon his wooden Chair. 


Enter a Taylor, with a Bundle under his Arm. 


C. B. How nom; what have we got here? a 
Thief. | | 
Tay. No, an't pleaſe you, I'm no Thief. 

L. R. That we'll ſee preſently : Here; let the 
General examine him. 

Sir F. Ay, ay, let me examine him, and Pl lay 
a hundred Pound I find him guilty in Spite of his 
Teeth—for he looks—like l Raſcal. Come, 
Sirrah, without Equivocation or mental Reſervation, 
tell me of what Opinion you are, and what Calling; 
for by them—T ſhall gueſs at your Morals. > 
. pleaſe you, I'm a diſſenting Journeyman. 
Taylor. 

Sir J. Then, Sirrah, you love Lying by your Re- 
ligion, and Theft by your Trade: And ſo, that your 
Puniſhments may be ſuitable to your Crimes—PII 

have ter fo firſt gagg' d and then hang*d. 


Tay. „good worthy Gentlemen, don't abuſe 
me: * Pm an hone Man, and a good Work- 
man, tho” I ſay it, that ſhou'd not ſay it. 

Sir J. No Words, Sirrah, but attend your 1 
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L. X. Let me ſee what's in that Bundle. | 
Tay. An't pleaſe you, its my Lady's ſhort Cloak. 

and wraping Gown. 

Sir F. What Lady, you Reptile, you ? 

Tay. My Lady Brute, an't pleaſe your Honour. 
ihr 1 5. My Lady Brute“ my Wife! the Robe of my 
Wife- with Reverence let me approach it. The 
dear Angel 1s always taking Care * me in Danger, 
and has ſent me this Suit of Armour to protect me in 
this Day of Battle; on they go. 
Al. O brave Knight! 

L. R. Live Don Juixot the Sched, | 

Sir J. Sancho, my *Squire, help me on with my 
Armour. 

Tay. O dear Gentlemen! I ſhall be a undone 
if you take the Sack. 

Sir J. Retire, Sirrah ! and ſince you carry off your 
Skin, go Home and be happy. 

Sir J. So! how d'ye like my Shapes now ? 

L. R. To a Miracle! He looks like a Queen of 
the Amazons —But to your Arms! Gentlemen! The 
Enemy's upon their March here's the Watch 
Sir J. Oons! if it were Alexander the Great, at 

che Head of his Army, I wou'd drive him oY a 

Horſe-Pond. 

All. Huzza! O brave Knight! 


Enter Watchman, 


Sir F. see l. Here he comes, with all his Greeks - 
about him 
Watch. Hey-dey | Who have we got here ?—ſtand. 

Sir F. May-hap not. 

Watch. What are you all doing here in the Streets 
at this Time o'Night? And who are. you, Madam, 
that ſeems to be at the Head of this noble Crew? | 

Sir J. Sirrak? I am Bonduca, Queen of the Welch- 
men; and with a Leek as long as my Pedigree, I will 
; deſtroy our Roman Legion in an Inſtant —— Britons 

ftrike ed [ Snatches a Watchman's. & taff, firifes at 
the Watch, and falls diwwn,- his Party drove off. 

Watch. So! We have got the Queen, however! 
Wes make her pay well for her Ranſom —— Come, 

Madam, 
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Madam, will your Majeſty pleaſe to walk before the 
Conſtable? 1 2 . 
: __ The Conſtable's a Raſcal ! And you are a 
Son of a Whore! "3-2 Wy 
Watch. A moſt noble Reply, truly ! If this be her 
royal Style, I'Il warrant her Maids of Honour prattle 
prettily : But we'll teach you ſome of our Court- 
Diale& before we part with you, Princeſs Away 
with her to the Round-houſe. 1 UG 
Sir F. Hinds off, you Ruffians! My Honour's 
dearer to me than my Life; I nope you won't be 
uncivil. | SL, | 


Watch. Away with her. [Exeunt. 


SCENE, A” Bed-Chamber.. 
Enter Heartfree /olus. 


What the Plague ails me? Love? No, I thank 
you for that, my Heart's Rock ftill Yet 'tis 
Belinda that diſturbs me, that's poſitive Well, what 
of all that! Muſt I love her for being troubleſome ?__ 
At that Rate I might love all the Women I meet, 
I-gad. But hold ! ——tho' I don't love her for diſturb- 
ing me, yet ſhe may diſturb me, becauſe I love her- 
Ay, that may be, faith. I have dreamt of her, 
that's certain Well, ſo I have of my Mother; there- 
fore what's that to the Purpoſe ? Ay, but Belinda runs 
in my Mind waking—and ſo does many a damn'd Thing, - 
that I dofi't care a Farthing for ——Methinks, tho” 1 | 
would fain be talking to her, and yet I have no Buſi- 
neſs—Well, am I the firſt Man that has had a Mind to 
do an impertinent Thing? T 


Enter Conſtant. 1 5 


Conſt. How now, Heartfree * What makes you np 
and dreſs'd ſo ſoon ? I thought none but Lovers quar- 
rePd with their Beds; I expected to have found you 
ſnoring, as I us'd to do. 1 ? 
Heartf. Why, faith, Friend, 'tis the Care I have 
of your Affairs, that makes me ſo thoughtful; I have 
been ſtudying all Night how to bring yeurf Matter 
about with Belinda ? SE e 
53 | | : Conſt. | 
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Conf. With Belinda i 

Heartf, With my Lady, I mean: And faith 1 have 
mighty Hopes on't. Sure you muſt be very well 

ſatisfy'd with her Behaviour to you Yelterday ? _' 

- Conſt. So well, that nothing but a Lover's Fears 
can malte me doubt of Succeſs. But what can this 
ſudden Change proceed from ? 7 

Hearsfo Why, you ſaw her Huſband beat her, did 
you not? - 

- Conjt. That's true: A Huſband is ſcarce to be borne © 
upon any Terms, much leſs when he fights with his 
Wife. Methinks, the ſhou'd e'en have cuckolded 

him upon the very Spot, to ſhew that after the Battle 

ſhe was Maſter of the Fielg. 

Hari: A Council of War of Women wou'd infal- 
Wy. libly have advis'd her to't. But, I confeſs, fo agree- 
able a Woman as Belinda deſerves better Ulage. 
Conſt. Belinda again! | 
Heartf. My Lady, I mean. What a Pox, SET Ok 
me blunder ſo to-day ? [4fide.] A Plague of this trea- 
cherous Tongue. 
Conft. Pr'ythee lock upon me ſeriouſly, Heartfree— 
Now anſwer me directly: Is it my Lady, or ans gd | 
employs your careful 'Thoughts thus ? 
Heartf. My Lady, or Belinda ? 
Conſt. In Love; by this Light, in Love. 
Heartf. In Love! 7 
Conſt. Nay, ne*er deny it; for thou'lt doh it . 
wardly, twill but make the Jeſt fit heavier about thee. 
My dear Friend, I give thee much Joy. 
| Heartf. Why, pr 'ythee, you won t perſuade me to 
it, will you ? =_— £© 
Conſt. That ſhe* s Miſtreſs of your ur Tongue, that's 

Fas and I know your are ſo honeſt a Fellow, your 

ongue and Heart always go together, But how, 

but = the Devil ? Pha, ha, ha, by; ha 
Heartf. Hey-day: Why ſure you don't believe it In 

earneſt ? ; 
Const. Ves, I do, becauſe I ſee | you deny it in Jeſt. 
| Hearif. Nay, but look you, Ne4——a——deny in 
Jeſt a gadzooks, you know I fay—— a 8 
5 when a Man denies a think i in Jeſ.· a 
Conft 0 
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————— 


4 = 
p 
1 

1 
Fil 

4 0 
bY 
= 
+3} 

11 
* L 
i 
10 
* 
\ 


\ 


nm 


Type Provo d Wife. 49 
Conſt. Pha, ha, ha, ha, ha. 5 
Heartf. Nay, then we ſhall have it: What, becauſe 

a Man {tumbles at a Word: Did you never make a - 
Blunder ? 

Conſt. Ves; for I am in Love, I own it. 

Heartf. Then, fo am Now laugh till thy Soul's 
glutted with Mirth, [Embracing him.] But, dear 
Conſtant, don't tell the Town on't. 

| Conſt. Nay then, *twere almoſt pity to laugh at thee, 
#2 after io honeſt.a Confeſſion. But tell us a little, Fac#, 

by what new invented Arms has this mighty Stroke 
been given? 

Hearif. E' en by chat unaccountable Weapon, call'd 
Ze-ne-ſgai-quoy : For every Thing that can come within 

the Verge of Beauty, I have ſeen it with Indifference. 

Conti. So in few Words then; the SEA: 
has been too hard for the quilted Petticoat. 

Heartf, Pgad, I think the Fe-ne-ſpay- 197 is in the 
quilted petticoat; at leaſt *tis certain, I ne'er think on't 

uithout—a—a Ye-ne-ſrai-quoy 1 in every Part about me. 

Conſt. Well, but have all your Remedie; loſt their 
Virtue ? Have you turn'd her In- ſide out yet? 

Heart. 1 dare not fo much as think on't. 

Conſt. But don't the two Years Fatigue I have had, 
diſcourage you ? 

Heartf. Yes: I dread what I foreſee ; yet canbot 
quit the Enterpri e. Like ſome Soldiers, whoſe Con- 
rage dwells more in their Honour, than their Nature: 
On they go, tho? the Body trembles at what the Soul 
makes it undertaxe. 

Canſt. Nay, if you expect your Miſtreſs will uſe 
you, as your Profanations againſt her Sex deſerve, you 

\ tremble juſtly. But how 15 you intend to proceed, 
Friend ? 

Hear!f, Thou know'ſt Pm bat a Norite; be friendly 
and adviſe me. - 

Conft. Why, look you than I'd have you—Sere- 

nade and a—write a Song to Church; Look like 

a Fool he very officious; Ogle, write and lead out: 

And who knows, but in a Year or two's Time, you 

may be—calld a troubleſome Puppy, and ſent about 

your Buſineſs. oy . - 
1 C x. 8 - Heartf. 1 


| 2 . _ her Shar eos to you Yeſterday ? 


Jeſt —a 
s when a Man 1 6 a think in Jeſt a 


„ e Proves Wife. 


Conft. With Belinaa ! 
e dale my 92 2 I mean : And faith have 
mighty s on't. Sure you muſt be very well 


ö 


Conſt. So well, that nothing but a Lover's Fears 


can make me doubt of Succeis. But what can this 


ſudden Change proceed from ? | | 
Hearrfo Why, you ſaw her Huſband boot her, did | 


you not? 


Conſt. That's true: A Huſband is ſcarce to be borne 
upon any. Terms, much leſs when he fights with his 


Wife. Methinks, ſhe ſhou'd &en have cuckolded 


him upon the very Spot, to ſhew that after the Battle 
ſhe was Maſter of the Fielg. 
Heartf. A Council of War of Women wou'd infal- 


 libly have advis'd her to't. But, I confeſs, fo agree- 
able a Woman as Belinda deſerves better Uſage. 


Conſt. Belinda again! 
Heartf. My Lady, I mean. What a Pox, makes 


me blunder ſo o to-day ? ? Le de.] A Plague of this trea- 


cherous Tongue. | 
Conſt. Pr'ythee lock upon me ſeriouſly, Harig ee 


Now anſwer me directly: Is it my Lady, or ap | 


employs your careful 'Thoughts thus ? \ 
Heartf. My Lady, or "Bede ? 

Cent. In Love; by this Light, in Love. „ 

Heartf. In Love! i I 


Conſt, Nay, neꝰ er deny it; for thou'lt an folnntr- 


Wardly, twill but make the Jeſt fit heavier about thee. 


My dear Friend, I give thee much Joy. 
| Heartf. Why, pr'ythee, you won't perſuade me to 


| it, will you ? 


1 That ſhe's Miſtreſs af your Frogs: that's 


lain; and I know your are ſo honeſt a Fellow, your 


Tongue and Heart always go together, But how, 
but = the Devil? Pha, ha, ha, ha, ha 
Heartf, Hey-day : Why ſure you don't believe i it. in 


earneſt? 


Conſt. Yes, I do, becauſe I ſee 3 you deny i it in Jeſt. 
Hearif. Nay, but look you, Nea — a — deny in 
gadzooks, you know I fay—— a — 


C ronſt ® 
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Conſt. Pha, ha, ha, ha, ha. LL 
 Hearif. Nay, then we ſhall have it: What, becauſe 
a Man ſtumbles at a Word: Did you never make a 
Blunder ? „„ 
Conſt, Ves; for I am in Love, I own it. 5 
Heartf. Then, fo am Now laugh till thy Soul's 
glutted with Mirth. [Embracing him.] But, dear 
Conſtant, don't tell the Town on't. 
Con/?. Nay then, twere almoſt pity to laugh at thee, 
after io honeſt.a Confeſſion. But tell us a little, Jack, 


by what new invented Arms has this mighty Stroke 


been given ? 


Hearif. E'en by that unaccountable Weapon, call'd 
7e-ne-ſpai-quoy : For every Thing that can come within 


the Verge of Beauty, I have ſeen it with Indifference. 


Conti. So in few Words then; the ' Fe-e-/cari-guny. 
has —_ too hard for the quilted ora 1 
Heartf. gad, I think the Je-ne-ſgay-gugy is in the 
quilted Petticoat; at leaſt *tis certain, I ne' er think ont 
uithout—a—a Je-ne-ſgai-guoy in every Part about me. 
Conſt. Well, but have all your Remedte: loſt their 
Virtue ? Have you turn'd her In- ſide out yet? 
Hleariſ. 1 dare not ſo much as think ont. 
Conſt. But don't the two Years Fatigue I have had, 
diſcourage you? f | | 
Heartf. Yes: I dread what I foreſee ; yet cannot 
quit the Enterpri-e. Like ſome Soldiers, whoſe Con- 
rage dwells more in their Honour, than their Nature: 
On they go, tho? the Body trembles at what the Soul 
makes it undertake. - | „ | 
Conſt. Nay, if you expect your Miſtreſs will uſe 


you, as your Profanations againſt her Sex deſerve, you 


\ tremble juitly. But how do you intend to proceed, 


Friend ? 5 
Hear. Thou know'ſt Pm but a Novice; be friendly 
and adviſe me. | | ; | 
Conft. Why, look you then; I'd have you—Sere- 
nade and a—write a Song—Go to Church; Look like 
a Fool-—Be very officious; Ogle, write and lead out: 
And who knows, but in a Vear or two's Time, you 
may be—calPd a troubleſome Puppy, and ſent about 
your Buſlinels, 2 i) 
Pa 3 C 8 - Hleartf, 
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Heart. That's hard. 
Conf?. Yet thus it oft falls out with Lovers, Sir. 


Hearif. Pox on me for making one of the Number, 

. Conft. Have a Care; Say no ſaucy Things; 'twill but 
augment your Crime; and if your Miſtreſs bean on't, 
increaſe your Puniſhment. 

Heartf. Pr'ythee ſay ſomething then to encourage 
me, you know [I help'd you in your Diſtreſs. 


Con. Why then to encourage you to Perſeverance, 
that you may be thoroughly ilI-us'd for your Offences; 
Pil put you in Mind, that even the coyeſt Ladies of 


'em all are made up of Deſires, as well as we; and 


tko they do hold out a long Time, they will capitulate | 


at laſt, For that thundering Engineer, Nature, does 
make ſuch Havock in the Town, they muſt ſurrender 
at long run, or periſh in their own F lames. 


Enter F ootman. 


| Foot. Sir, there s a Porter without with a Letter ; 
Ne defires to give it into your own Hands. 
: Conft. Call him in. 


Enter Porter. : 


Conf. What, Joe Is it thee ? 

Port. An't pleaſe you, Sir, I was order'd to diver 
this into your own Hands, by two well-ſhap'd Ladies, 
at the New-Exchange. Iwas at your Honour eee 
and your Servants ſent me hither. 

Conſt, "Tis well, are you to carry any Anſwer i J 

Port. No, my noble Maſter. They gave me my 
Orders, and whip, they were gone like a Maidenhead 


at Fifteen. 


\ 


* Conft. Very well; there. | [Gives him Money. 
Port. God bleſs your Honour. [Exit Porter. 


Conf. Now let's ſee what honeſt, truſty Joe has 
brought us. I [ Reads. 


If you and your Play-Fellow can ſpare Tine from 
& your Buſineſs and Devotions ; don't fail to be at Spring- 
* Garden about Eight in the Evening. You'll find nothing 


c there but Women, ſo you need bring no other Arms than 
2 e you uſually carry about 5% 


0 


* 
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So, Play-fellow : here's ſomething to ſtay your Sto- 
mach till your Miſtreſs Diſh is ready for you. | 
Heartf. Some of our old batter'd Acquaintance, I 
won't go, not I. | | | 
Conſt. Nay, that you can't avoid; there's Honour 
in the Caſe; tis a Challenge, and I want a Second. 
Heartf. I doubt I ſhall be but a very uſeleſs one to 
you; for Pm ſo diſhearten'd by this Wound Belinda 


as given me, I don't think I ſhall have Courage enough 


to draw my Sword. | 

Conſt. O, if that be all, come along; Pll warrant 
you find Sword enough for ſuch Enemies as we have 
to deal withal. * ; [ Exeunt. 


SCENE, 4 Steer. 
Enter Conſtable and Watchmen, with Sir John, 


Conſt. Come, forſooth, come along, if you pleaſe! 
| T once in Compaſſion thought to have ſeen you ſafe 
Home this Morning: But you have been fo rampant 
and abuſive all Night, I ſhall ſee what the Juſtice of 
Peace will ſay to you. ; EE 

Sir J. And you fhall ſee what P11 ſay to the Juſtice 

of Peace, Sirrah. [Watchman #zocks at the Door. 


Enter Servant. ; 
Conſt. Is Mr. Juſtice at -Home? 


Serv. Yes. . | | | 

Conft. Pray acquaint his Worſhip we have got an 
unruly Woman here, and deſire to know what he'll 
pleaſe to have done with her, Ks 

Serv. I'll acquaint my Maſter. . . [Exit Serv. 

Sir J. Hark you, Conſtable, what cuckoldy Juſtice 
is this? N 

Conft. One that knows how to deal with ſuchRomps 
as you are, I'll warrant you. | 


0 


: Enter Juſtice, 128 
Just. Well, Mr. Conſtable, what is the Matter there? 
Cent. An't pleaſe your Worſhip, this here comical 
Sort of a Gentlewoman has committed great Out- 
: „ ll rages 
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rages to-night. She has been frolicking with my 


Lord Rake and his Gang; they attack'd the Watch, 


and I hear there has been a Man kill'd: I believe 
*tis they have done it. 

Sir J. Sir, there may have been Murder for ought 
I know; and tis a great Mercy there has not been a 
Rape too that Fellow wou'd have raviſh'd me. 

2d Watch. Raviſh! Raviſh! O lud! O lud! O lud! 
Raviſn her! Why, pleaſe your Worſhip, I heard Mr. 
Conſtable ſay he believed ſhe was little better than a 


Maphrodite. 


— 


Juſt. Why truly, ſhe does ſeem a little maſculine 


about the Mouth, 
24 Watch. Yes, and ond the Hands too, an't 


pleaſe your Worſhip, I did but offer in meer Civility, 
to help her up the Steps into our Apartment, and with 
her gripen Fiſt thus, ay. [Sir John #nocks him down. 

Sir JF. Juſt fo, Sir, I fell'd him to the Ground * 


an Ox. 


Jui. Out upon this boiſterous Woman ! ! Out upon | 


her 
Sir J. Mr. Juſtice he would have been uncivil: It 


was in Defence of my Honour, and I demand Sa- 


tis faction. 
2d. Watch. I Sie your Worſhip will fatal} her 


Honour in Bridewell ; that Fiſt of hers will make an 
"admirable Hemp-beater. 


Sir J. Sir, I hope you will protect me againſt that 
libidinous Raſcal; I am a Woman of Quality and 


Virtue too, for all I am in an Undreſs this Morning. 


u/t. Madam, if you expect I ſhou'd be favoura le | 


to you, I defire I may know who you are. 
Sir F. Sir, I am any Body, at your * 5 
4ſt. Lady, I deſire to know your N ame ? 
Sir F. Sir, my Name's Mary. 
Ay, but your Surname, Madam ? 
vir F. Sir, my Surname's the very ſame with my 


Huſband's. 


ray? 
1 as J. Sir Fohn. - 
Juſt. Sir John who? 
| | Sir F. 


Juft A ſtrange Woman this! Who 1 15 your] Huſband, 
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Sir J. Sir John Brute. | 
Tuſt. Is it poſſible, Madam, you can be my Lady Brute? 
Sir J. That happy Woman, Sir, am I; only a 
a in my Merriment to-night. + 
. I am concerned for Sir John? 

vir 7. Truly, ſo am I. 
Jul. J have heard he's an honeſt Gentleman, 
Sir F. As ever drank. 

2. Good lack! Indeed, Lady, I'm ſorry he Ve 


| ſuch a Wife. 


— 


Sir J. I am ſorry he has any Wife at all. 

Juſt. And fo perhaps may he—T doubt you have 
not given him a very good Taſte of Matrimony. 

Sir J. Taſte, Sir! Sir, I have ſcorn'd to flint him 
to a aſte, I have given him a full Meal of it. | 

Juſt. Indeed, I believe ſo! But pray, fair Lady, 


may he have given you any Occaſion for this extraor- 


dinary Conduct Does he not uſe you well? 
Sir J. A little upon the rough ſometimes. 
Juſt. Ay, any Man may be out of Humour now 


and then. 


Sir J. Sir, I love Peace 1 Quiet, and when a 
Woman don't find that at Home, ſhe's apt ſometimes 
to comfort herſelf with a few innocent Diverſions 
abroad. 

Juſt. I doubt he uſes you but too well. Pray how 
does he as to that weighty Thing, Money? Does he 
allow you what is proper of that? 

Sir F. Sir, I have generally enough to pay the 
Reckoning, if this Son of -a Whore of a ara 


wou'd but bring his Bill. 


«ft. A ſtrange Woman this Does he ſpend a rea- 
ſonable Portion of his Time. at Home, to the Comfort 
of his Wife and Children? 

Sir J. He never gave his Wife Cauſe to repine at 
his being abroad in his Life. 
Juſt. Pray, Madam, how may he be in the grand 


matrimonial Point—-Is he true to your Bed? 


Sir J. Chaſte! Oons! This Fellow aſks ſo many 
impertinent Queſtions! Pgad I believe it is the Juſtice's 


| doen. in the Juſtice's Clothes. 
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Ju. Pray, Madam, (and then Pve done) what 
may. be your Ladyſhip's common Method of Life ? 
If I may preſume ſo far: | 
Sir F. Why, Sir, much that of a Woman of Quality. 

Juſt. Pray how may you generally paſs your Time, 
. Madam? Your Morning for Example. 1 

Sir J. Sir, like a Woman of Quality — I wake 
about two o' Clock in the Afternoon — I ſtretch and 
make a Sign for my Chocolate When I have drank 
three Cups —I flide down again upon my Back, with 
my Arms over my Head, while my two Maids put on 
my Stockings-— Then hanging upon their Shoulders, 
I am trail'd to my great Chair, where I ſit— and yawn 
for my Breakfaſt—If it don't come preſently, I lie 
down upon my Couch to ſay my Prayers, while my 
Maid reads me the Play-Bills, 
Juſt. Very well, Madam. | | 
Sir J. When the Tea is brought in, I drink twelve 
regular Diſhes, with eight Slices of Bread and Butter 
And half an Hour after, I ſend to the Cook to know 
if the Dinner is almoſt ready. | | 

% dedam ! ff pps 

Sir J. By that Time my Head is half dreft, I hear my 
Huſband ſwearing himſelf into a State of Perdition, 
that the Meat's all cold upon the Table, to amend 
which, I come down in an Hour more, and have it 
ſent back to the Kitchen, to be all dreſt over aguin. 

Fuft. Poor Man! | . 

Sir J. When I have din'd, and my idle Servants 
are preſumptuouſly ſet down at their Eaſe, to do fo 
too, I call for my Coach, to go viſit fifty dear Friends, 
of whom I hope I ſhall never find one at Home, while 

I ſhall live. Na h 

Juſt. So! There's the Morning and Afternoon 
pretty well diſpos'd of ——Pray, Madam, how do 


* 


you paſs your Evenings ? 


Sir FJ. Like a Woman of Spirit, Sir, a great Spirit. 
_ Give me a Box and Dice—Seven's the Main, Oons! Sir, 
I ſet you a Hundred Pound! Why, do you think Women 
are married now a-days, to fit at Home and mend Nap- 
kins: Sir, we have nobler Ways of paſſing T yu 

: Hs 7H. 
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Jul. Mercy upon us, Mr. Conſtable, what will 


this Age come to. | 
Conſt. What will it eome to, indeed, if ſuch Women 


as theſe are not ſet in the Stocks? 


Sir J. Sir, I have a little urgent Buſineſs calls upon 
me; and therefore I deſire the 5 avour of you to bring 
Matters to a Concluſion. ER 

Juſt. Madam, if I were ſure that Buſineſs were not 
to commit more Diſorders, I wou'd releaſe you. 

Sir 7. None —— By my Virtue. 

Fauſt. Then, Mr. Conſtable, you may diſcharge her, 
Sir F. Sir, your very humble Servant. i you 
pleaſe to accept of a Bottle—— 

Fuft. I thank you, kindly, Madam; but I never 
drink in a Morning. Good-by-t'ye, Madam, good- 


by-t'ye. 
80 


Sir J. Good-by-t'ye, good Sir. [ Exit. Juſtice, 
—now, Mr. Conſtable, ſhall you and I go pick 

up a Whore together 
Conſt, No, thank you, Madam; my Wife's enough 


_ to ſatisfy any reaſonable Man. 


Sir J. [ Afde.] He, he, he, he, he——the Fool is 
married then. Well, you won't go! 

Conſt. Not I, truly. 

Sir J. Then PH go by myſelf; and you and your 
Wife may go to the Devil. [Exit Sir John. 

Conſtable gaxing after her.] Why God-a-mercy Lady. 


[Exeunt. 
SCENE, Spring- Garden. | 


Conſtant and Heartfree cro/s the Stage. As they 20 off, 


Y 


enter Lady Fancyful and Mademoiſelle natd and 
dogging em. | . 


Conſt. So; I think we are about the Time appointed: 
Let us walk up this Way. - [Exeunt. 
I.. F. Good: Thus far I have dogg'd em without 
being diſcover'd. Tis infallibly ſome Intrigue that 
brings them to Spring-Garden, How my poor Heart is 
torn and wracktwith Fear and Jealouſy! Vet let it be any 
Thing but that Flirt Belinda, and I'll try to bear it. But 
if it proves her, all that's Woman in me ſhall be em- 
ploy'd to deſtroy her. [ Ex: after Conſtant and Heartfree. 

wy A 4 Re- Buer 
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Re-enter Senden and Heartfree. Loh Fancyful 
and Mademoiſelle bill following at a Diſtance. 


— | Conft. I fee no Females yet, that have any Thing 

to ſay to us. Pm afraid we are banter'd. 

 Heartf. I wiſh we were; for Pm in no Humour to 
make either them or myſelf me | | 
' Conft. Nay, I'm ſure you'll make them merry enough, 
if I tell 'em why you are dull. But pr'ythee why fo 
heavy and fad before you begin to be ill-us'd? 

Heartf. For the ſame Reaton, perhaps, that you are 
ſo briſk and well pleas'd ; | becauſe both Pains and Plea- 
ſures are generally more-confiderable i in Profpect, ny 
when they come to paſs. 


Enter Lady Brute and Belinda, 2 14 and poor y Aabbeil. 


Conſt. How now! who are thefe ? Not our Game, 
TRE. 
 Hearif. If they are, we are een well enough ſerv'd, 

to come a hunting here, when we had ſo much better 
Game in Chace elſewhere. 

L. F. to Mademoiſelle.] So, thoſe are their Ladies 
without Doubt. But Pm afraid that Dory Stuff is not 

worne for want of better Clothes. 'They are the very 
Shape and Size of Belinda and her Aunt. 

Madem. So dey be inteed, Matam. | 

L. F. We'll ſlip into this cloſe Arbor, where we 
29 hear all they ſay. 

* [Exenrt Lady Fancyful and Mademoiſelle. 

L. B. What, are you afraid of us, Gentlemen? 

Heartf. Why, truly, I think we may, if Appear- 
ance don't lie. 

Bel. Do you always find Women what they appear 
to be, Sir? | 
Heartf. No, forſooth; but I ſeldom find 'em better 
than they appear to be. 1 

Bel. Then the Outſide's beſt you think ; PE, 
Heartf. *Tis the honefteſt. 

Conſt. Have a Care, Heartfree; you are relapſing again. 
L. B. Why, does the Gentleman uſe to rail at 
Women? 

Conſt. He has done formerly. bo 


B el. 
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Bel. I ſupjale he had very good Cauſe for't. They did 
not uſe you ſo well, as you thought you deſerv'd, Sir. 
L. B. They made chemlelves merry at yourExpence,Sir? 
Bel. Laugh'd when you ſigh'd. | 
L. B. Slept while you were waking. 
Bel. Had your Porter beat. 
L. B. And threw your Billet-doux in the Fire. 
Heartf. Hey-day, I ſhall do more than rail preſently. 
Bel. Why you won 't beat us, will you? 
Heartf, I don't know but I may. | 
Conft. What the Devil's coming here? Sir John i in 
a Gown And drunk, i'faith. | 


Enter Sir John. 


Sir J. What a Pox — here's Conſtant, Hear!free — 
and two Whores I'gad——O you covetous Rogues! 
what have you never a ipare Punk for your Friend— 
But Ill ſhare with you. [He ſeixes both the Women, 
pak & Why what the Plague have you been doirg, 

Knight ? 

Sir J. Why, I have been beating the Watch, and 
ſcandalizing the Clergy. 

Heartf. A very good Account, truly. | 

Sir F. And what do you think PIl do next? 

Conft. Nay, that no Man can gueſs. | 

Sir F. Why, if you'll let me ſup with you, Pl 

treat both your Strumpets. 

L. B. [ Afae.] O Lord, we're undone. | 

| Heartf. No, we can't ſup together, becauſe we have 
ſome Affairs elſewhere. But if you'll accept of theſe 
two Ladies, we'll be ſo complaiſant to you, to reſign 
our Right in 'em. = 

Bel. | Afide.] Lord, what ſhall we do? 

Sir J. Let me fee, their Clothes are ſuch damn 
Clothes, they won't pawn for the Reckoning, ' 

 Heartf. Sir Fohn, your Servant. Raptures ag you. 

Conſt. Adieu Ladies, make much of the Gent'eman.' 

L. B. Why ſure you won't leave us in the Hands of 
a drunken Fellow to abuſe us. 

Sir J. Who do you call a drunken Fellow, you 
Slut you? Pm. a Man of Quality; the King has made 


me a Knight. 
5  Brartf 
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Heart. Ay, ay, you are in good Hands; Adieu, 


Adieu. [Heartf. runs of 


L. B. The Devil's Hands: Let me go, or I'll—_ 
For Heaven's ſake protect us. 

[She breaks from him, runs 10 Conſtant, twitching of 

ber Maſh, and clapping it on again. a 

Sir J. I'll Devil you, you Jade you. I'll demoliih 
your ugly Face, 1 5 f 


Re-enter Heartfree. Belinda runs to him, and ſhews her Face. 


Heart. Hold, thou mighty Man; look ye, Sir, we 
did but jeſt with you. Theſe are Ladies of our Ac- 
-quaintance that we had a Mind to frighten a little, 
but now you muſt leave us. 
Sir J. Oons, I won't leave you, not I. 
Heartf. Nay, but you muſt though; and therefore 


make no Wards on't. 


Sir F. Then you are Couple of damn'd uncivil 
Fellows. And I hope your Punks will give you Sauce 
to your Mutton. 1 I Exit Sir John. 

L. B. Oh, I ſhall never come to myſelf again, Pm 
ſo frighten'd. | 8 

coy: Tis a narrow Scape indeed. Rn 

Bel. Women muſt have Frolicks, you ſee, whatever 
they coſt em. ke, 

Heartf. This might have prov'd a dear one tho*. 
L. B. You are the more oblig'd to us for the Riſk 
we run upon your Accounts. 


Const. And I hope you'll acknowledge ſomething 


due to our Knight-Erranty, Ladies. I his is the ſe- 
cond 'Time we have deliver'd you. F 


L. B. *Tis true; and fince we ſee Fate has deſign'd 
you for our Guardians, *twill make us the more willing 
to truſt ourſelves in your Hands. Bat you muſt not have 
the worſe Opinion of us for our innocent Frolick. 


| Heartf. Ladies, you may command our Opinions in 


# 


every thing that is to your Advantage. | 
Bel. 'Then, Sir, I command you to be of Opinion, 


That Women are ſometimes better than they appear 


„ | [Zaay Brute and Conſtant tall apart. 


- _, Heartf. Madam, you have made a Convert of me 
in every Thing. I'm grown a Fool. I cou'd be fond 
of a Woman. |; 2323 
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Bel. I thank you, Sir, in the Name of the whole Sex. 

Heartf. Which Sex nothing but yourſelf could ever 
have aton'd for, 

Bel. Now has my Vanity a deviliſh Itch to know 
in what my Merit conſiſts. | 

Hearif. In your Humility, Madam, that keeps you 
ignorant 1t conſiſts at all. 

Bel. One other Compliment, with that ſerious F ace, 
and I hate you for ever after; | 

Hearif. Some Women love to be abus'd : Is that it 
you wou'd be at? 

Bel. No, not that neither: But I'd have Men talk 
plainly what's fit for Women to hear; without putting 
'em either to a real, or an affected Bluh. | 

Heartf. Why then, in as plain Terms as I can find 
to expreſs myſelf, I could love you even to Matrimony 
itſelf a-mott, I'gad. 

Bel. Juit as Sir John did her Ladyſni p there. What 
think you? Don't you believe one Month's Time 
might bring you down to the fame Indifference, only 
clad in a little better Manners, perhaps ? Well, you 
Men are unaccountable Things, mad till you have your 
Mifſtreſſes, and then ſtark mad till you are rid of em 

again,” Tell me honeſtly, is not your Patience put to 
a much ſeverer Trial after Poſſeſſion than before ? 

Heartf. With a great many, I muſt confeſs it is, to our 
eternal Scandal; but I dear Creature, do but try me. 

Bel. That's the ſureſt Way, indeed, to know, but not 
the ſafeſt. [To Lady Brute.) Madam, are not yeu for 
taking a Turn to the Great Walk? It's almoſt dark, 
Nobody will know us. | 

L. B. Really I find myſelf ſomething idle, Belinda : . 
Beſides I doat upon this little odd private Corner. But 
don't let my lazy Fancy confine yu. [ Conſt. Aſde.] 
So, ſhe wou' d be left alone with me, that's well. 

Bel. Well, we'll take one Turn, and come to you 
again. [To Heartf, ] Come, Sir, ſhall we go pry into 
the Secrets of the Garden ? Who knows what Diſco- 
veries we may make. 

Heart. Madam, I'm at your Service. 

Conf#. [to Heartf. 4/ide.)] Don't 1 5 too mueh Haſte 
back; for d'ye hear I may be bu __ | 

Heartf. Enough. 2 Belinda and n 
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L. B. Sure you think me ſcandalouſly free, Mr. 
Conſtant. PmatraidIihallloſe your good Opinion of me. 
Conſt. My good Opinion, Madam, 1s like your 
Cruelty, ne'er to be remov'd. 
IL. B. Indeed, I doubt you much: Why, ſuppoſe 
you had a Wife, and ſhe ſhould entertain a Gallant ? 
_ _ Conft. If I gave her juſt Cauſe, how cou'd I juſtly 
condemn her ? 1 | 1 25 | 
L. B. Ah; but you'd differ widely about juſt Cauſes: 
Conſt. But Blows can bear no Diſpute. 1 
L. B. Nor ill-Manners much, truly. 5 
Conti. Then no Woman upon Earth has fo juſt a 
Cauſe as you have. 1 N 
IL. B. But can a Huſband's Faults releaſe my Duty ? 
Conſt. In 4 without Doubt. And where 
Laws diſpenfe with Equity, Equity ſhould diſpenſe 
with Laws. : | | 
L. B. Pray let's leave this Diſpute ; for you Men 
have as much Witchcraft in your Arguments, as 
Women have in their Eyes. | | 
Conſt. But whilſt you attack me with your Charms, 
tis. but reaſonable I aſſault you with mine. | 
L.. B. TheCaſe is not the ſame. What Miſchief. we 
do, ve can't help, and therefore are to he forgiven. 
Conſt. Beauty ſoon obtains Pardon, for the Pain that 
it gives, when it applies the Balm of Compaſſion to 
the Wound: But a fine Face, and a hard Heart, is 


almoſt as bad as an ugly Face and a ſoft one; both 
very troubleſome to many a poor Gentleman. h 
E. B. Yes, and to many a poor Gentlewoman too, 
I can aſſure you, But pray, which of 'em is it, that 
moſt afflicts you?» 1 | 
Conſt. Your Glaſs and Conſcience will inform you; 
Madam. But for Heaven's Sake (for now I muſt be 
| ferious) if Pity, or if Gratitude can move you; [Taking 
ber Hand.] If Conſtancy and Truth have Power to 
tempt you: If Love, it Adoration can affe& you, 
give me at leaſt ſome Hopes, that Time may do, 
what you perhaps mean never to perform; twill eaſe 
my Sufferings, tho? not quench my Flame. 
L. B. Your Sufferings eas'd, your Flame wou'd ſoon 
abate ; And that I wou'd preſerve, not quench it, Sir. 
; : OM -C onſt. 
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Con. Wou'd you preſerve it, nouriſh it with 
Favours; for that's the Fool it naturally requires. 
L. B. Yet on that natural Food, *twould ſurfeit 
ſoon, ſhou'd I reſolve to grant all you wou'd atk. 
Conſt. And in refuſing all, you ſtarve it. Forgive 
me therefore, ſince my Hunger rages, if I at. laſt 
grow wild, and in my Frenzy force at leaſt this from 
you. [Ki/ing her Hand.] Or if you'd have my Flame 
foar higher ſtill, then grant me this, and this, and 
Thouſands more; | Ki//ing fir/t ber Hand, then her Neck. 
[ 4/de.] For now's the Time ſhe melts into Compaſſion. 
IL. B. O Heavens! Let me go. Toby 
Conſt. Ay, go, ay: Where ſhall we go, my charm- 
ing Angel into this private Arbour—— Nay, let's 
loſe no Time Moments are precious. 
L. B. And Lovers wild. Pray let us ſtop here; 
at leaſt for this Time. 3h 
Conjt. Tis impoſſible ; he that has Power over you, 
can haye none over himſelf. WES, 
[As he is forcing her into the Artour, Lady Fancyful 
and Mademoiſelle bolt out upon them, and run over 
Ie Stage. | 8 | 
L. B. Ah; I'm loft. 
L. F. Fe, fe, fe, fe, fe. | 
Madem. Fe, fe, fe, fe, fe. 1 
Conſt. Death and Furies, who are theſe? 
L. B. O Heavens! Pm out of my Wits; if they 
knew me, I am ruin'd. 7% „ 
Conſt. Don't be frightned: Ten thouſand to one 
they are Strangers to you. | | | 2 
L. B. Whatever they are, I won't ſtay here a - 
Moment longer. | e 
Conſt. Whither will you go? . 
L. B. Home, as if the Devil were in me. Lord, 
where's this. Belinda now. 
Enter Belinda and Heartfree. 
O! 'tis well you are come: Pm ſo frightned, my 
Hair ftands an End. Let's be gone, for Heaven's Sake. 
Bel. Eord, what's the Matter ? 1 
L. B. The Devil's the Matter; Here's a Couple of 
Women have done the moſt impertinent Thing. Away, 
away, away, away, away. Exit running. 
SCENE, 
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SCENE, Lady Fancyful's Houſe. 


Enter Lady Fancyful and Mademoiſelle. 


A ELL Mademoiſelle; did you dodge the 
filthy Things? | 

Madem. O que ouy, Madame. 

L. F. And where are they ? 

Madem. Au Logis. 

L. F. What, Men and all ? 

Madem. Tous enſemble. 

L. F. O Confidence! What, carry their F lows 
to their own Houſe ? 

Madem. C'eſt que le Mari n 'y eſt pas. | 

L. F. No, ſo I believe truly. But he ſhall be 
there, and quickly too, if I can find him out. Well, 
*tis a prodigious Thing, to ſee when Men and Women 
get together, how they fortify one another in their 

Impudence. But if that drunken Fool, her Huſband, 
be to be found in e'er a Tavern in Town, I'II ſend 
him amongſt em: I'Il ſpoil their Sport. | A 

Madem. En 'verite, Macame, ce ſeroit doma | 

L. F. Tis in vain to oppoſe it, Mademoiſelle; there- 
fore never go about it. For I am the ſeadieit Creature - 
in the World when I have determin'd to do Miſ- 
chief. So come alon g. I Erxeunt. 


SCENE, Sir John Brute's Hou/e. 
Enter Conſtant, Heartfree, Lady Brate, Belinda, and 


Lovewell. 


L. B. But are you ſure you don't miſtake, 3 
Lov. Madam, Iſaw em all go intothe Tavern together, 
and my Maſter was ſo drunk he cou'd ſcarce ſtand. 

L. B. Then, Gentlemen, I believe we may ven- 
ture to let you ſtay, and play at Cards with us, an 
Hour or two: For they'll ſcarce part till Morning. 

' Bel. 1 think, tis Pity they ſhould ever part. 
Conſt. The Sheds that's here, Madam. ” A 
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L. B. Then, Sir, the Company that's here, muſt 
remember to part itſelf, in Time. | 

Conſt. Madam, we don't intend to forfeit your future 
Favours, by an indiſcreet Uſage of this. The Mo- 
ment you give us the Signal, we ſhan't fail to make 
our Retreat. 5 5 

L. B. Upon thoſe Conditions then let us fit down 
to Cards. „„ | | 

| | Enter Lovewell. 

Lov. O Lord, Madam, here's my Maſter juſt ſtag- 
gering in upon you; he has been quarrelſome yonder, 
and they have kick'd him out of the Company. 

I. B. Into the Cloſet, Gentlemen, for Heaven's 
Sake; I'll wheedle him to-bed, if poſſible. 
3 IConſt. and Heartf. run into the Claſet. 


Enter Sir John, all Dirt and bloody. 

L. B. AB Ak he's all over Blood. 

Sir J. What the Plague does the Woman—ſquall 
for? Did you never ſee a Man in Pickle before? 

L. B. Lord, where have you been ? 

Sir J. I have been at Cuffs. 

L. B. I fear that is not all. I hope you are not 
wounded. „ 
Sir FJ. Sound as a Roach, Wife. 

L. B. Tm mighty glad to hear it. 

Sir J. You know—I think you lye. | 

L. B. You do me wrong to think ſo. For Heaven's 
my Witneſs, I had rather ſee. my own Blocd trickle 
down, than yours: _ | Fo 

Sir J. Then will I be crucify'd. 

L. B. *Tis a hard Fate, I ſhou'd not be believ'd. 

Sir F. Tis a damn'd atheiſtical Age, Wife. 
L. B. I am ſure I have given you a thouſand tender 
Proofs, how great my Care is of you. But, ſpite of 
all your criiel Thoughts, Pl ſtill perſiſt, and at this 
1 2 if I can, perfuade you to lie down and ſleep 
a little, 

Sir FJ. Why—do you think I am drunk—you Slut, 
on? | 

: L. B. Heaven forbid, I ſhou'd : But Pm afraid you 
are feveriſh, Pray let me feel your Pulſe, © 
1 | Sir J. 


— 
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Sir J. Stand off, and be damn'd. 

L. B. Why, I ſee your Diſtemper in your. very 
Eyes. You are all on Fire. Pray, go to Bed; let 
me intreat you. 

Sir F. Come, kiſs me, then. 

L. B. [Kiffing him. There: Now « [ Ahat. 
He ſtinks Teen. l 0 . dia 

Sir J. I ee it goes damnably againſt your Stomach: 
— And therefore—Kiſs me again. 

L. B. Nay, now you fool me. 

Sir F. Do't, I fay. 

L. B. [Afde.] Ah Lord 3 1bey upon me. 
Well z— there: Now will you go? 

Sir F. Now, Wife, you ſhall ſee my Gratitude. 
You gave me two Kifſes—PIl give you—two hundred. 

[Kiſſes and tumbles her. 

L. B. O Lord: Pray, Sir John be quiet. Hea- 
vens, what a Pickle am I 1 in. 

Bel. [ Alde.] If 1 were in her Pickle, I'd call my 
Gallant out of the Cloſet, and he ſhou'd cudgel him 
ſoundly. 

Sir 7. So, now you being as dirty and as and) as: 
myſelf, we may go pig together. But firſt I muſt have 
a Cup of your cold Tea, Wife. [ Going to the Cleſet. 

L. B. O I'm ruin'd! There's none there, my Dear. 

Sir F. I'Il warrant you, I'Il find ſome, my Dear. 

L. B. You can't open the Door, the Lock's ſpoil'd; 
I have been turning and turning the Key this half Hour 
to no Purpoſe. I'll ſend for the Smith to-morrow. 
Sir J. There's ne'er a Smith in Eurepe can. open a 
Door with more Expedition than I can do As for 
Example Pou. [ He bur/ts open the Door with his Foot. ] 
— How now! What the Devil have we got here? 
Conftant, -Heartfree, And two Whores again, 
Pgad This is the worſt cold Tea——that ever L 
met with in my Life 


Enter Conſtant and Heartfree. / 


L. B. [Afde.] O Lord, what will become of us? 
Sir J. Gentlemen I am your very humble Servant 
— I give you many Thanks ſee you take Care of my 
Family—I ſhall do all I can to return the Obligation. 
Conſt. 


* 
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' Conft. Sir, how oddly ſoever this Buſineſs may ap- 
pour to you, you'd have no Cauſe to be uncaly, if you 

new the Truth of all Things; your Lady is the moſt 
virtuous Woman in the World, and nothing has paſt, 
but an innocent Frolick. | 

Heartf. Nothing elſe, upon my Honour, Sir. 

Sir J. You are both very civil Gentlemen—And 
my Wife, there, is a very civil Gentlewoman ; there- 
fore I don't doubt but many civil Things have paſt 
between you. Your very humble Servant. x 
I. B. [| Afede to Conſt.] Pray be gone: He's ſo 
drunk he can't hurt us to- night, and to-morrow 
Morning you ſhall hear from us. 

Const. Pll obey you, Madam. Sir, when you are cool, 
you'll underſtand Reaſon better. So then I ſhall take the 
Pains to inform you. If not I wear a Sword, Sir, and 
ſo good by t'ye. Come along, Hearrfree, ¶ Exeunt. 

Sir F. Wear a Sword, Sir—And what of all that, 
Sir? He comes to my Houſe, eats my Meat; lies 
with my Wife; diſhonours my Family; gets a Baſtard 
to inherit my Eſtate—And when I aſk a civil Account 
of all this Sir, ſays he, I wear a Sword Wear a 
Sword, Sir? Yes, Sir, ſays he, I wear a Sword. —It 
may be a good Anſwer at Croſs Purpoſes; but *tis a 
damn'd one to a Man in my whimſical Circumitance . 
Sir, ſays he, I wear a Sword! [To Lady Brute.] 
And what do you wear now ha! tell me. [Sitting 
down in a great Chair.) What you are modeſt, and 
can't Why then P11 tell you, you Slut, you. You 
wear an impudent lewd Face——A damn'd, de- 

ſigning Heart——And a Tail—and a Tail full of— 
5 ä Ae falls faſt aſleep ſnoring. 
. L. B. So; Thanks to kind Heaven, he's faſt for ſome 

ours. | 

Bel. Tis well he is ſo, that we may have Time to 
lay our Story handſomely; for we muſt lye like the 
Devil to bring ourſelves off” _ | 

L. B. What ſhall we ſay, Belinda? 13 

Bel. I muſing.I— Il tell you: It muſt all light upon 
1 0 and I. We'll ſay he has courted me ſome time, 
but for Reaſons unknown to us, has ever been very 
earneſt the thing might be kept from Sir John. That 

| - therefore 
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therefore hearing him upon the Stairs, he run into the 
Cloſet, tho? againſt our Will, and Conſtant with him, to 
prevent Jealouſy. And to give this a good impudent 
Face of 'Truth, (that I ma — you from the Trou- 
dle you are in) Pl e'en, if he pleaſes, marry him. 
L. B. Pm beholden to you, Couſin ; but that wou'd 
be carrying the Jeft a little too far for your own Sake : 
You know he's a younger Brother, and has nothing. 
Bel. Tis true: But I like him, and have Fortune 
enough to keep above Extremity : I can't ſay, Iwou'd 
live with him in a Cell, upon Love and Bread and But- 
ter : But I had rather have the Man I love, and a mid- 
dle State of Life, than that Gentleman in the Chair 
there, and twice your Ladyſhip's Splendor, 5 
L. B. In Truth, Niece, you are in the right on't: 
But tis late: Let's end our Diſcourſe for to- night, and 
out of an Exceſs of Charity, take a ſmall Care of that 
naſty drunken Thing there Do but look at him, Bekxda. : 
Bel. Ah *tis a ſavoury Diſh. | | 
L. B. As ſavoury as tis, Pm cloy'd with't. Pr'ythee 
call the Butler to take away. | 5 
Bel. Call the Butler? — Call the Scavenger! [Lo a 
Servant awirhin.] Who's there: Call Ra/or / Let him 
take away his Maſter, ſcour him clean with a little 
Soap and Sand, and fo put him to Bed. 14 
L. B. Come, Belinda, VI een lie with you to- 
night; and in the Morning we'll ſend for our Gentle- 
men to ſet this Matter even. EA 
Bel. With all my Heart. 
IL. B. Good Night, my Dear. 
| [Making a low Courtæſy to Sir John. 
. Both. Ha, ha, ha. ;  [Exeunt. 


Futer Raſor. 


Naſ. My Lady there's a Wag—My Maſter there's 
a2 Cuckold. Marriage is a ſlippery Thing Women 
have deprav'd Appeties—My Lady's a Wag; I have 
heard all; I have ſeen all; I underſtand all; and III 
tell all; for my little Frenchwoman loves News dearly. 
This Story will gain her Heart, or nothing will. [To his 
Mafter.] Come, Sir, your Head's too full of Fumes 
at preſent, to make room for your Jealouſy; butIreckon 
we 
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we ſhall have rare Work with you, when your Pate's 
empty. Come to your Kennel, you cuckoldy, drunken 
Sot, you. (Caries him out on his Back. 


SCE NE, Lady Fancyful's Hou/e. 


Enter Lady Fancyful and Mademoiſelle. 


L. F. But, why did not you tell me before, Made- 
moiſelle, that Raſor and you were fond? 

Madem. De Modeſty hinder me, Matam. 

L. F. Why truly Modeſty does often hinder us from 
doing 'Things we have an extravagant Mind to. But 
does he love you well ag yet, to do any Thing 
you bid him? Do you think to * you, he wou' d 

ſpeak Scandal? 
Madem. Matam, to oblige your Ladyſhip, he ſhall 
ſpeak Blaſphemy. 

L. F. Why then, Mademoiſelle, 1 U tell you what 
you ſhall do. You' ſhall engage him to tell his Maſter, 

all that paſt at Spring Garden: I have a Mind he ſhou'd 
know what a Wife and a Niece he has got. 

Madem. Il le fera, Mademe. 


Enter a Footman, «who ſpeaks to Mademoiſelle an; 


Foot. Mademoiſelle, yonder's Mr. Ra/or defires to 
ſpeak with | 
1 Tell ell him, I come preſently. [Exit Foorman. ] 
Rafor be dere, Matam. | 
L. F. That's fortunate ; Well, Il leave you toge- 
ther. And if you find him gubborn, Mademoiſell.— 
hark you——don't refuſe him a few little reaſonable 
Liberties, to put him into Humour. | 
Madem. Laiſſes moi faire. [ Exit Lady F an. 
[Raſor peeps in; and ſeeing Lady Fancyful gone, runs to 
Mademoiſelle, tates her about the Neck, and kifſes her. 
Madem. How now, Confidence | 
Raj. How now, Modeſty ! 
Madem. Who make you fo familiar, sinn; 
2 My Impndenee, Huſſy. 
| dem. Stand off, Rogue-Face. 
a/. Ah. — Mademoiſelle—great News at our Houſe. 
Madem. Why, vat be de Matter 
Raj. The Matter? — why Uptails, All's the Bale. 
adem. 


oi that all this * and Seek, this Will in the Wiſp, 
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Madem. Tu te mocque de moi. 
Raſ. Now do you long to know the Particulars : . 

The Time when: The Place where: The Manner 

how. But I won't tell you a Word more. 
| Madem. Nay, den dou kill me, Raſor. 

Raj. Come, kiſs- me, then. J | 
Madem. Nay, pridee tell me. Clapting his Hands behind. 
Raſ. Good by t'ye. [ Going. 
Madem. Hold, hold: I will kiſs dee. [ Kifing him. 
Raſ. So, that's civil: Why now, my pretty Poll; 
my Goldfinch : my little Waterwagtail you muſt 
know, that Come, kiſs me again. 
Madem. I won't kiſs de no more. _ 
Raſ. Good by t'ye. | [Gorng. 
Magem. Doucement; Dere; es tu content? ¶ King him. 
- Ra}. So: Now Þ'll tell thee all. Why the News is, 

That Cuckoldom in Folio is newly printed; and Ma- 

trimony in Quarto, is juſt going into the Preſs, Will 


You buy any Books, Mademoiſelle ? 


Madem. Tu parle comme un Librarie; de Devil no 


underſtand dee. 
Raſ. Why then, that I may make my ſelf intelligible 


toa Van Won, PII ſpeak like a Valet de Cham- 


bre. My Lady has cuckolded my Maſter. 
Madem. Bon. 
Raſ. Which we take very al from her Hands, Ican tell 


| her that. We can't yet prove Matter of Fact Ry her. 


Magdem. N'importe. 
KRaſ. But we can prove that Matter of Fact had ; 


Uke to have been upon her. 


Madem. Guy-da. 

. Ra/. For we have ſuch terrible Circumſtances. 

Madem. Sans doute, 

| Ra/. That any Man of Parts may draw tickling 
Conclufions from em. ; 

Madem. Fort bien. 

| Ro). We found a Couple of tight well-built Gentle- 


megn, ſtuft into her Ladyſhip's Cloſet. 


Madem. Le Diable. | 
Raſ. And I, in my particular Perkin, have diſcover d 
2 moſt damnable Plot, how to perſuade my poor Ma- 


has 
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has no other Meaning than a Chriſtian Marriage for 
ſweet Mrs. Belinda. 19 LS 
Madem. Une Marriage? Ah les Droleſs. * 
Raf. Don't you interrupt me, Huſſy; tis agreed, I 
ſay. And my innoceut Lady, to wriggle herſelf out at 
the Back-door of the Buſineſs, turns Marriage-Bawd 
to her Niece, and reſolves to deliver up her fair Body, 
to be tumbled and mumbled, by that young liquoriſh 
Whipſter Heartfree. Now are you ſatisfy'd? 
Madem. No. | 
 Ra/. Right Woman; always gaping for more, 
Madem. Dis be all den, dat you know? 
Raf. All? Ay,* and a great deal too, I think. 
Madem. Dou be Fool, dou know noting. —Ecoute, 
mon pauvre Raſor. Dou ſees des two Eyes?—Des two 
Eyes have ſee de Devil. | | 
Raj. The Woman's mad. | 
Madem. In Spring-Garden, dat Rogue Conſtant meet 
dy Lady. | | 
Raſ. Bon. 5 
Madem. PU tell dee no more. 
Raſ. Nay, pr'ythee, my Swan. | 
Madem. Come, kiſs me den. 1 
[ Clapping her Hands behind ber, as he did before. 
Raf. I won't kiſs you, not I. f 
Madem. Adieu. ICeing. 
Raſ. Hold Now proceed. [Gives her a hearty Ki/s, 
Madem. A ga—lT hide myſelf in one cunning Place, 
where I hear all, and ſee all. Firſt dy drunken Maſter 
come mal à propos; but de Sot no know his own dear 
Wife, ſo he leave her to her Sport. Den de Game be- 
gin. De Lover ſay ſoft ting: De Lady look upon de 
Ground. [ As be ſpeaks, Raſor ftill acts the Man, and ſbe 
the Woman.) He take her by de Hand: She turn her 
Head on oder Way. Den he ſqueeze very hard: Den 
ſhe pull—very ſoftly. Den he take her in his Arm: 
Den ſhe give him leetel Pat. Den he kiſs her Tettons. 
Den ſhe Lay——Piſh, nay fee. Den he tremble: Den ſhe 
ſigh. Denhepull her into de Arbor: Den ſhe pinch him. 
Ra/. Ay, but not ſo hard, you Baggage you. | 
. Madem. Den he grow bold: She grow weak, he tro 
her down, il tombe deſſu, le Diable aſſiſt, il emport 
| | : tout; 
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tout; ¶ Raſor Aru. les with her, as if 56 would throw 
Her dbæun. ] ſtand off, Sirrah. 
Raf. You have ſet me a-fire, you Jade, you. 
Madem. Den go to de River and quench dyſelf. 
| Rafor. What an unnatural Harlot this! 
Madem. Raſor. [ Looking languiſhingly on bin. 
- Raſ. Mademoiſelle. 
Madem. Dou no love ae 
Raj. Not love thee ? 
does Soup. 
Madem. Den dou will refuſe nothing dat I bid dee ? 
Ra/. Don't bid me be damn'd then. 
| Madem. No, only tell dy Maſter, all I have tell dee 
of dy Laty. 
Raſ. Why, you little malicious pet, you; 5 
ſhou'd you like to be ſerv'd ſo? 
Madem. Dou diſpute den? Adieu. 
Raf. Hold Ku why wilt thou make me be ſuch 
a Rogue, my Dear ? 
Madem. Voila un vrai Anglois! il eſt amoureux, et 
cependant il veut raiſonner. va ten au Diable. 
- Raj. Hold once more: In Hopes thou'lt give me up 
thy Body, I'll make a Preſent of my. Honeſty. *' 
Madem. Bon, ecoute donc; If dou fail me 
I never fee de more—if dou obey me—Je m *abandonne 
a toy a toy. [She tales him about the Neck, and gives 


More than a Frenchman | 


him a og Kiſs. | [Exit Mademoitelle. 
Refer. | Licking, his 9220 ] Not be a Rogue ?— Amor 
wincit . [Exit Raſor. 


Enter Lady Fancy ful and Mademoiſelle. 


L. F. Marry, ſay ye? Will the two Things marry? 
Madem. On le va faire, Madazae. |}; 
L. F. Look you, Mademci/elle, in ſhort, I can't bear 1t— — 


No; I findIcan't—Ifonceiſce'em a- bed together, I ſhall 


havetenthouſand Thou ghts in my Head will make me run 
diſtracted. Therefore run and call Raſor back imme- 


diately; for ſomething muſt be done to flop this imper- 


tinent Wedding. If I can but defer it four and twenty 
Hours, I'll make ſuch Work about Town, with that little 
Pert Slut's Reputation, he ſhall as ſoon marry a Witch. 
Madem. ¶ Afde.] La wol bien intentionee. CENE 
WS. 
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SCENE, Conſtant's Lodgings. 
Enter Conſtant and Heartfree. 


Conſt. But what doſt think will become of this Buſineſs? 
Heartf. Tis eaſier to think what will not come on't. 
Conſt. What's that? | | 
Heartf. A Challenge. I know the Knight too well 
for that; his dear Body will always prevail upon his 
noble Soul to be quiet. | 
Conſt. But though he dare not e me, per- 
haps he may venture to challenge his Wife. 
| Heartf. Not if you whiſper him in the Ear, you won't 
have him do't, and there's no other Way left that I ſee. 
For as drunk as he was, he'll remember you and I were 
where we ſhou'd not be; and I don't think him quite 
Blockhead enough yet, to be perſuaded we were got into 
his Wife's Cloſet only to peep into her Prayer-Book. - 


Enter a Servant quith: a Letter. 


Serv. Sir, here's a Letter, a Porter brought it. 
Conſt. O ho, here's Inſtructions for us. | Read. 


« The Accident that has happend has touch d our Invention 
&* to the Quick. Me would fain come off without your Help; 
ce but. find that's impoſſible. In a Nord, the whole Buſineſs 


„ muſt be thrown upon a matrimonial Intrigue, bet een your 


Friend and mine. But if the Parties are not fond enough © 
* to go guite through with the Matter, tis ſufficient for our 
« Turn, they own the Deſign. Well find Pretences enough 
&« to break the Match. Adieu.“ | SEN 


——— Well, Woman for Invention! How long wou'd 
my Blockhead have been producing this !—Hey, Heart- 
free: What muſing, Man? Pr'ythee be chearful, What 
ſay'ſt thou, Friend, to this matrimonial Remedy? 

Heartf. Why, I ſay, it's worſe titan the Diſeaſe. 

Conf?. Here's a Fellow for you: There's Beauty and 
Money on her Side, and Love up to the Ears on his : 
And yet = | . | | 
Hiearif. And yet, I think, I may reaſonably be al- 

low'd to boggle at marrying the Niece, in the very 

Moment that you are debauching the Aunt. 


-—— 
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Conft. Why, truly, there may be ſomething in that. 
But have not you a good Opinion enough of your own 
Parts, to believe you cou'd keep a Wife to yourſelf? 
Hearif. I ſhou'd have, if I had a good Opinion 
enough of hers, to believe ſhe cou'd do as much b 
me. For to do 'em right, after all, the Wife ſeldom 
rambles, till the Huſband ſhews her the Way, | 
Conſt. Tis true, a Man of real Worth, icarce ever 
is a Cuckold, but by his own Fault. Women are not 
naturally lewd; there muſt be ſomething to urge em to 
it. They'll cuckold a Churl, out of Revenge; a Fool, 
becauſe they deipiſe him; a Beaſt, becauſe they loath 
him. But when they make bold with a Man they once 
had a well-grounded Value for, 'tis becauſe they firſt 
ſee themſelves neglected by him, 
Heart. Well then, ſhall I marry or die a Maid? 
. Conft. Why faith, Heartfree, Matrimony is like an 
Army going to engage. Love's the forlorn Hope, 
which is ſoon cut off; tie Marriage Knot is the main 
Body, which may ſtand Buff a long long Time ; and 
Repentance is the Rear-Guard, which rarely gives 
Ground, as long as the main Body_has a Being. j 
Hearif. Concluſion then; you adviſe me to whore 
on as you do. CL 
i Conft. That's not concluded yet. For tho' Marriage 
| be a Lottery, in which there are a wondrous many 
= Blanks; yet there is one ineſtimable Lot, in which the 
only Heaven on Earth is written. Wou'd your kind 
Fate but guide your Hand to that, tho' I were wrapt 
in all that Luxury itſelf could clothe me with, I ſtill 
ſhou'd envy you. | | | 
Hlearif. And juſtly too; for to be capable of loving 
| One, «doubtleſs, is better than to pofieſs a Thouſand. 
j/ But how far that Capacity's in me, alas, I know not. 
i #2 Conſt. But you wou'd know. | * 
| Heartf.- I wou'd ſo. . 85 
Conſt. Matrimony will inform you. Come, one 
Flight of Reſolution carries you to the Land of Ex- 
perience; where in a very moderate Time, you'll know 
the Capacity of your Soul and your Body both, or I'm 
miſtaken. | —_ ä 


SCENE 
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8 c E NE, Sir John Brute's Houſe. 


E᷑ͤater Lady Brute and Belinda. 
Rel. Well, Madam, what Anſwer have you from em? 
L. B. That they'll be here this Moment. I fancy 
*twill end in a Wedding: I'm ſure he's a Fool if it 
don't. Ten thouſand Pounds, and ſuch a Laſs as you. 
are, is no contemptible Offer to a younger Brother. 
But are not you under ftrange Apitations ? Pr* ythee, 


| how does your Pulſe beat? 
Bel. High and low, Thave much a-do to be valiant: 


Ts. it not very ſtrange to go to Bed with a Man ? 
L. B. Um it is a little odd at firſt, but it will 


ſoon grow eaſy to you. 
Enter Conſtant and n 


| Good-morrou: Gentlemen: How have you ſlept after 


your Adventure ? 
Heartf. Some careful Thoughts, Ladies, an your 


Accounts, have kept us waking. 


Bel. And ſome careful Thou hts on your own, I 
believe, have hinder'd you from ; ma Pray, how 
does this matrimonial Froject reliſh with you? 

Hearif. Why, faith, e'en as ftorming Towns Joes 
with Soldiers, hs the Hopes of delicious Plundgr © 
baniſhes the Fear of being knock'd on the Head. 

Bel. Is it then pallible, after all, that you dare 
think of downright W Wedlock ? 

Heartf. Madam, you have made me fo fool-haety, 
I dare.do-any Thing. | 
Bel. Then, Sir, I challenge you; and Matrimony's 
the Spot where I expect you. 

Heartf. Tis enough; ll not fail. [Mide.] So, now, 
I am in for Hobbes Voyage; a great Leap in the Darx. 

L. B. Well, Gentlemen, this Matter being con- 
cluded then, have you got your Leſſons ready; for Sir 


John is grown ſuch an Atheiſt of late, he'll. believe . 


nothing upon eaſy Terms? 
Conſi. We'll find Ways to extend his Faith, Madam. 
But pray how do you find him this Morning * 


L. B. Moſt lamentably moroſe, chewing the Cud 


after laſt N GY of which however he has 


but 
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but a confus'd Notion een now. But I'm afraid the 
Valet de Chambre has told him all; for they are very 
buſy together at this Moment. When I told him of 
Belinda 's Marriage, Thad no other Anſwer but a Grunt: 
From which, you may draw what Concluſions you 
think fit. But to your Notes, Gentlemen, he's here. 


4 Enter Sir John and Raſor. 


- Conſt, Good-morrow, Sir. 
 Hearif. Good-morrow, Sir Jabs, I'm very ſorry my In- 
diſcretion ſhou'd cauſe ſo much Diſorder in your Family. 
Sir 7. Diſorders generally come from Indiſcretion, 
Sir; *ris no ſtrange Thing at all. 
L. B. I hope, my Dear you are farisfied there was 
no Wrong intended you. 
Sir J. None, my Dove. 

Bel. I not, I hope, my Conſent to marry Mr. Heart- 
free will convince you. For as little as I know of 
Amours, Sir, I can aſſure you, one Intrigue is enough 
to bring four 70 5 e together, without further Miſchief. 

Sir J. And I know too; that Intrigues tend to Pro- 
creation of more Kinds than one. Gne Intrigue will 
beget another, as ſoon as beget a Son or a Daughter. 
Conf. I am very ſarry, Sir, to ſee you ſtill ſeem unſa- 
tisfy'd with a Lady, whoſe more than common Virtue, I 
am ſure, were ſhe my Wife, ſhou'd meet a better Uſage. 

Sir J. Sir, if her Conduct has put a Trick upon 
her Virtue, her Virtue's the Bubble, 2 her Huſband's 
the Loſer. | Fee. 

Conſt. Sir, you have receiv'd a ſufficient Anſwer | 
already, to juſtify both her Conduct and mine. You'll 
pardon me for meddling in your Family- affairs; but I 
rceive I am the Man you are _—_ of, and there- 
ore it concerns me. 

Sir F. Wou'd it did not concern me, and then I 


mou'd not care who it concern'd. 


Conft. Well, Sir, if Truth and Reaſon won't con- 

tent you, 1 know but one Way more, which, if you 

think fit, you may take. | 

Sir J. Lord, Sir, you are very haſty : If I had been 

found at Prayers i in your Wife's Cloſet, I ſhould have 
allow d you twice as ao to come to yourſelf in. 


. 2 | 
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Cont, Nay, Sir, if Time be all you want, we have 
no Quarrel. PER 5 
Heart. I told you how the Sword wou'd work upon 
kim. [Sir John muſes. 
Conſt. Let him muſe; however, I'll lay Fifty Pounds 

our Foreman brings us in, Not Guilty. L 

Sir J. [ Afde.] Tis well—tis very well—In Spite 

of that young Jade's matrimonial Intrigue, I am' a 
downright ſtinking Cuckold—Here they are —Boo— — 
[Putting his Hand to his Forehead. | Methinks, I could 
utt with a Bull. What the Plague did I marry her 


for? I knew ſhe did not like me; if ſhe had, ſhe 


wou'd have lain with me! for I wou'd have done fo, 
becauſe I lik'd her; but that's paſt, and J have her. 

And now, what ſhall I do with her? If I put my Horns 
into my Pocket, ſhe'll grow inſolent— if I don't, that 

Goat there, that Stallion, is ready to whip me thro? the 
Guts—The Debate then is reduc'd this; ſhall I die a 
Hero, or live a Raſcal ?—Why, wiſer Men than I have 


long fince concluded, that a living Dog is better than 


a dead Lion Zo Conſt. and Heartf.] Gentlemen, now 
my Wine and my Paſſion are governable, I muſt own, 
Thave never obſerv'd any Thing in my Wife's Courſe of 
Life, to back me in my Jealous of her: But Jealouſy's 
a Mark of Love; ſo ſhe need not trouble her Head 
about it, as long as I make no more Words on't. | 


Lady Fancyful enters diſguis d, andadareſſes Belinda apart. 


| Conſt, I'm glad to ſee your Reaſon rule at laſt, Give 
me your Hand: I hope you'll look upon me as you 
are wont. 5 „ 

Sir J. Your humble Servant, [A ſade.] Awheedling 
Son of a Whore. ES | ; 

 Hearrf. And that I may be ſure you are Friends with 
me too, pray give me your Conſent to wed your Niece.. 

Sir J. Sir, you have it with all my Heart: Damn 
me if you han't. [{/de.] *Tis Time to get rid of her: 
A young pert Pimp; ſhell make an incomparable 
Bawd in a little Time. | 


Enter a Servant, wha gives Heartfree a Letter. 


Bel. Heartf. your Huſband, ſay you? "Tis impoſſible. - 
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LI. F. Wou'd to kind Heaven it were! But *tis tos 
true; and in the World there lives not ſuch a Wretch. 
Fm young; and either I have been flatter'd by my 
Friends, as well as Glaſs, or Nature has been kind and 
nerous to me. I had a Fortune too was greater far than 
e cou'd ever hope for; but with my Heart I am robb'd of 
all the reſt. I am ſlighted and Pm beggar'd both at once; 
J have ſcarce a bare Subſiſtence from the Villain, yet 
dare complain to none; for he has ſworn, if ever tis 
known I am his Wife, he'H murder me. [Feeping.. 
Bel. The Traitor! 
L. F. I accidentally was told he courted you: Charity 
ſoon prevail'd upon me to prevent your Miſery: And, 
as you ſee, Pm ſtill ſo generous, even to him, as not 
to ſuffer he ſhould do a Thing, for which the Law 


ight take away his Life. . Weeping. 
. Poor Creature! How I pity her! * 
| | T hey continue talking afide. 

Heartf. | 4/ide..) Death and Damnation? La me 


read it again. [Reads.] ** T ho* bau a particular Ræaſan 
4 not to ler you who I am till for yon; yet you Il eafrly 
« believe*tis a faithful Friend that gives you this Advice. 
« 1 have lain with Belinda (Good) I have a Child by 


JY— 
% ger (Better and Better!) which 5 nowat Nurſe; (Heaven 
« be'prais'd!) and I think the Foundation laid for another > 
(Ha! —Old Trupenny !)— No Rack eor?d have tortur d 
this Story from me; but Friend/hip has done it, I heard of 
c. you De/ign to marry her, and cou d nat ſte you abusd. 
% Make uſe of my Advice, but keep my Secret till I aſt you 
fort again, Adieu. [Exit Lady Fancyful. 
[Crxff. to Bel.] Come, Madam, ſhall we fend for 


_ _ the Parſon ? I doubt here's no Bufineſs for the Lawyer: 


Younger Brothers have nothing to ſettle but their 
Hearts, and that I believe my Friend here has already 
done very faithfully. 1 . 
old Mortgages upon it; . 

© Heartf. Cola.] If you think there are, Madam, it 
may'n't be amiſs to defer the Marriage till you are ſure 
4 Well defer it as I leaſe, 8 
Bel. We'll defer it as long as you pleaſe, Sir. 


The Provokd Wife: 77 


Hart The more Time we take to conſider on't, 
Madam, the leſs apt we ſhall be to commit Overſights; ; 
therefore, if you pleaſe, we will put it off for ,uſt nine 
Months. 

Bel. Guilty Conſciences make Men Cowards ; I 
don't wonder you want Time to reſolve. 

Heartf. And they make Women — I don't 
wonder you were ſo quickly determin'd. 

Bel. What does the Fellow mean? 

Heartf. What does the Lady mean? 

Sir J. Zoons what do you both mean? 

[Heartf. and Bel. walk chafing ns. 

* [Aide] Here is fo much Sport going to be 
ſpoil'd it makes me ready to weep again. A Pox o' this 
impertinent Lady Fancyful, and her Plots, and her 
Frenchwoman too; ſhe? a whimſical, ill-natur'd Bitch, 
and when I have got my Bones broke in her Service, tis 
ten to one but my Recompence is a Clap; J hear them 
tittering without ſtill. 1 cod, Pll e'en go lug them 
both in by the Ears, and diſcover the Plot, to ſecure 
my Pardon. ä 1 Raſor. 

Conſt. Pr'ythee, explain Heartfree. | 

Hearif. A fair Dee; thank my Stars and my 
Friend. 

Bel. Tis 1 it went no farther; a baſe Fellow! 

L. B. What can be the Meaning of all this ? 

Bel. What's his Meaning, I don't know; but mine 
is, that if I had marrried him IL had had no . 

Hearif. And what's her Meaning I don't know ; but 
mine is, that if I had married her—1 had had Wi ite 
enough. 

Sir J. Your People of Wit have got leb cramp 
Ways of expreſſing themſelves, they ſeldom compre- 
hend one another. Pox take you both, will you W 
that you may be underſtood ? 


Enter Raſor in Sackcloth, pullin in Rauh Fay fal 
and Mademdife e. | 


Rafor. If they won't, here comes an laterproter, 
L. B. Heavens! What have we here? 
Raſor. A Villain but a repenting Villain. 
All. Raſor. 1 5 | 
L. 2. What means this? a | 
! 3 | > Rafor.” 


* 
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I. B. Ridiculow! 


| Rafer. Nothing without my Pardon. 


L. Z. What Pardon do yeu want? 


Rafor. Imprimis. Your Ladyſhip's; for a damnabie 
Lie made upon your ſpotleſs Virtue, and ſet to the: 
Tune of Spring Garden. [To Sir John.] Next at my 
generous Maſter's Feet I bend, for interrupting his- 
more noble Thoughts with Phantoms of diſgraceful 
Cuckoldom. [To Conſt.] Thirdly, I to this Gentle- 
man apply, for making him the Hero of my Romance. 

To Heartf.] Fourthly, your Pardon, noble Sir, I aſk, 

or clandeſtinely marrying you, without either bidding 
of Banns, Biſhop's Licence, Friends Conſent or your 
own Knowledge. [To Bel.] And, laſtly, to my good 
young Lady's Clemency I come, for pretending the: 
Corn was ſow'd in the Ground, before ever the Plough 
had been in the Fiel. 

Sir J. [ Afde.] So that after all, tis a moot Point, 
whether I am a Cuckold or not. 5 
Bel. Well, Sir, upon Condition you confeſs all, PIL 
pardon you myſelf, and try to obtain as much from. 
the reſt of the 1 0 But J muſt know then who 


*tis has put you upon all this Miſchief ;; 
_ © * Raf. Satan, and his Equipage; Woman tempted me, 
Vice weakened me, - and ſo the Devil overcame me. 


Bel. Then pray will you make us acquanted with 


your 1 1 5 
0 


Raf. [To Madem.] Unmaſk for the Hono ar of * M6 


All. Mademoiſelle ! -- 


| _ Madem. Me aſk ten Thouſand Pardon of all de good 


Company. | 


Sir J. Why this Myftery thickens inſtead of clear- 


ing up. [To Raſor.] You Son of a Whore you, put us 


out of our Pain. Y | RG, 5 
Na. One Moment brings Sunſhine. [ Shewing Ma- 

dem.] *Tis true, this is the Woman that tempted me, 
but this is the Serpent that tempted the Woman; and 
if my Prayers might be heard, her Puniſhment for ſo 
doing ſhou'd be Uke the Serpent's of old [ Pulls off 


Lady FancyfuVs Maſe.) She thould he upon her Face 
all the Days of her Liſe. 5 


All. Lady Fancyful ! 
Bel. Impertinent! 
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A. Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 1 
Bel. J hope your Ladyſhip will give me Leave to 
wiſh you Joy, fince you have own'd your Marriage 
yourſelf, ——f To Heartf. I vow "twas ſtrangely wicked: 
in you to think of another Wife, when you had one 
already ſo charming as her Ladyſhip. 
All. Ha! hal- ha! ha! ha! as 
L. F. [ Alde.] Confuſion ſeize em, as it ſeizes me! 
Madem. Que le Diable ẽtouffe ce Maraut de Rajer. 
Bel. Your Ladyſhip ſeems diſorder'd: A breeding 
Qualm, perhaps, Mr. Hearifree: Your Bottle of Hun- 
gary Water to your Lady. Why, Madam, he ſtands 
as unconcern'd, as if he were your Hufband in Earneſt. 
L. F. Your Mirth's as nauſeous as yourſelf, Be- 
linda, you think you triumph over a Rival now; 
Helas ! ma pauvre fille, Where'er Pm Rival, there's 
no Cauſe for Mirth. No, my poor Wretch, *tis from 
another Principle I have ated. I knew that Thing 
there wou'd make fo perverſe a Huſband, and you fo 
impertinent a Wife, that leſt your mutual Plagues 
ſhould make you both ran mad, I charitably would 
have broke the Match. He! he! he! he! het _ 
Exit. laughing affectedly, Mademoiſe lle following ber. 
Madem. He! he! he! he! he! 5 a 
All. Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 3 
Sir J. [ Afde.] Why now, this Woman will be 
married to ſomebody too. ws 
Bel. Poor Creature! What a Paſſion ſhe's in! But 
I jorgive her. | . | | 
Heart. Since you have ſo much Goodneſs for her, 
J hope you'll pardon my Offence too, Madam. 
Bel. There will be no great Difficulty in that, ſince 
J am guilty of an equal Fault. 

Heartf. So, Madam; now had the Parſon but done 
his Buſineſs 3 5 
Bel. You'd be half weary of your Bargain. 

Hearif. No, ſure, I might diſpenſe with one Night's 
Bel. Jm ready to try, Sir. | 
Heart. Then let's to Church's | 
And if it be our Chance to diſagree—— . => 
Bel. Take heed—the ſurly Huſband's Fate you ſee. 
1 [ Exenunt omnes. 
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EPILOGU E, 


| Spoken ws Lady Baur: and bruno. 


> N O Epilogue. i 
oy 3 Jeuear J know of none. 
I. B. Lord! How aal awe excuſe it to the Town? 


Bel. hy, we muſt een ſay ſomething of our own. 
L. B. Our own! Ay, that muſt needs be precious Stuff... 


Bel. Vl lay my Life they'll like it well . 


Come, Faitb, begin — 5 


IT. B. Excuſe me, after you. 


Bel. Nay, pardon me for that, I know my Cue. 
L. B. O for the World, I would nat have Precedentes 


Bel. O Lord/ 


L. B. N — 
Bel. O Fye/ 


L. B. Pm 1 Obedience. 


Firſt then, Anoaw all, befor re our Doom is fiat, 
Tie Third Day is for us ——— 
Bel. Nay and the Sixth. 
L. B. We ſpeak not from the Poet now, nor is it 
His Cauſe—(T want a Riyme) | 
Bel. That awe ſollicit. | 


IL. B. Then ſure you cannot have the ener, 2 75 22 : 


And damn us— 
Bel. Damn us! Let em, if * dare. 


L. B.: Why, if they ſhould, what Puniſhment remains? 


Bel. Eternal Exile from behind our Scenes. 


I. B. But if they're hind, that Sentence wvell recall... 


We-can be grateful. 
Bel. And have wherewithal. 
L. B. But at Grand Treaties hope not to be truſted, 
Before Preliminaries are adjuſted. 


I Bel. You know the Time, and we appoint this Place; ; 


N. here, if you pleaſe, we" Il meet and gn the Peace. 
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PLAYS Octave printed for the 


\ Proprietors, at Fs. 6d. each. 


RT and Nature, by i Rev. Mr Miller 
Athelwold, by A. Hill, Eſq; 
Alzira, by A. Hill 
Corniſh Squire, by Sir J. Vanbrugh 
Czlia, or Perjur'd Lover, by C. Johnſon 
| Cymbeline, by Hawkins 
Diſſembled bon, by Welſted : 
Double Falſhood, or Diſtreſſed Lovers, by Shakeſpear 
Double Decert | 
Elfrid, or the Fair Inconſtant, by A. Hill, Eſag 
Fall of Mortimer 
Fate of \illainy, by Mr Walker 
Faſhionable Lady, by Me Ralph 
Fatal Viſion, by A 
Guardian Outwitted, by Dr * | 
General Lover, by Mr Moſs | 
Humours of Oxford, by Mr Miller 
Highland Fair, by Mr Mitchell 
Henry V. or Conqueſt of France, by A, Hilt 
Henry VIII. by Mr Grove, with Cuts | 
Inſolvent, or Eilial Piety 
Independent Patriot, by F. Lynch, Eſa; 
To by Tn W by Fas 
Love in a Village, a Com. Bickerſtaſe, 
Modiſn Couple by C. * 25 
Mahomet, by the Rev. Mr Miller 

Maid of che Mill, a Comie Opera 
Minor, by Mr Foote 
Mother-in-Law, by Mr Miller 
Momus turned Fabuliſt, with Muſie 
Man of Taſte, by Mr Miller 
Midas, a Comie Opera 
Oliver Cromwell, by Mr Green 
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Papal Tyranny, or . John, by C. Cibber, Eſq⸗ 


Periander, by T Atkins, Eſq; 
Roman eee A. Hill 1 
Svanderbeg, by Mr Havard 
Timon in Love, by Mr Ralfe 
Timoleon, by B. Martyn, Eſq; 


Village Opera, with the Muſic by Mr Johnſon 


Univerſal Paſhon, by Mr Miller 
Widow Bewitch'd, by J. Motley 
Zara, with the Inter ude,. &c. by A. Hill, Eſa | 


* 


FARCES, &c. Ourive: at LS, atk” 


er Wedding, by Colley 


Boarding School, with Ruft, by Coffey 
Britons Strike Home, with Maſic, by W, Philips, Blas 


Chambermaid, with Muſic 
Citizen, by A. Murphy, Eſq; 


Coffee-Houſe, by Mr Miller | 

Devil to Pay, with Muſie,-by' Coffey 

Devil of a Duke, by Durfey 

Edgar and Emmaline, by Dr Hawkeſworth: 

Fatal Extravagance, by A. Hill, Eſq; 8 
Generous Freemaſon, by Mr Chetwood, with Mute 


- Hoſpital for Fools, by Mr Miller 


Livery Rake, by Mr Philips, with Muſic _ - 
Muſes in Mourning: to Which is added, Merlin in 
Love, by A. Hill 


Merry Cobler, or Second Part of the Devil to Pay, 


with Muſic, by Coffey | 
Oroonoko, altered by Dr Hawkefworth- 
Plain Dealer, by Wycherly _ | 


Plharnaces, by Mr Hull 
Quaker's Opera, with Muſi ic, by Mr Walker 


Rover, by Mrs Behn 3 
Spirit of Contradiction 
Trick for Trick, by Fabian, with Muſic 
Whim, or Miſer Retreat, with Muſic 


Walking Statue, or the Devil in the Wine Cellar, by 


A. Hill, Eſq; 


PLAYS 


PLAYS in TwzLvzs, at bd. each, 


Artifice, by Mrs Centliyre 
Anna Bullen, by Banks 
Albion-Queens, by Banks 
Alcibiades, by Otway * 
Adventures of half an Hour 
Athalia, by Mr Duncombe 

Alzira, by A. Hill, Efq; 
Amorous Widow, by Betterton 
Anatomiſt, by. Ravenſcroft | | 
Ambitious Step-mother, by Rowe 
Artful Huſband, by 'Taverner. 
Buſy Body, by Mrs Centlivre 
Beaux Stratagem, by Mr Farquhar 
Buſiris, by Dr Young _ 
Baſſet Table, by Mrs Centlivre 
Cruel Gift, by Mrs Centlivre 
Conſcious Lovers, by Sir R. Steele 
Contrivances, by H. Cary : 
Chances, by the Duke of Buckingham 
Double Gallant, by Cibber 

Duke and no Duke, by Sir A. Cockain 
Devil to Pay, by Coffey 
A ſop, by Vanbrugh 

Earl of Eſſex, by Banks 

Flora, or Hob in the Well 

Fair Quaker of Deal 

Fatal Secret, by Theobald 
 Gameſter, by Mrs Centhvre - 
George Barnwell, by Lillo 
Greenwich-Park - 9 5 
Hamlet, by Shakeſpear 

Honeſt Yorkſhireman, by Carey 
Henry V. by A. Hill, Eſq; 

Jane Shore, by Mr Rowe _ 
Iſland Princeſs, by Motteux +? 

Jane Gray, by Mr Rowe 
Inconſtant, by Farquhar 


1 1 


Ring gare y Cibber 
8 den Coke by Narenſeroft 


Love in a Riddle, by Cibber 
Lying Lover, by Steele - 
Lady's Laſt Stake, by Cibber 
E by Otway 
Othello, by Shakeſpear 
| Oroonoko, by-Southern 
. Provoked Wife, by Vanbrugh. 
Provyoked. Huſband, or Journey to erden, by Cibber 


55 Fhædra and Hippolitus, by Smith 


Recruiting Officer, by Farquhar | 
Rehearſal, by the Duke of Buckingham 
Refuſal, by Cibber - 

Rival 9 by Lee f 

Squire of Alſatia, by T. Shadwell 
Sir Courtly Nice © 

Sir Walter Raleigh, by Dr Sewell 
Sophoniſba, . 

Sir Harry Wildair, by Farquhar 
Twin Rivals, by Farquhar 
Theodoſi us, or the Force of Love 
Tender Huſband, by Steele 


> "Tunbridge Walks, by Mr Baker 


Venice Preſerv'd, by Otway - 

Woman's Wit, by ber 

Woman's a Riddle, by Bullock 

Woman's Revenge, or Match in Newgate 
Wonder, a Woman keeps a Secret, by Mrs Centlives 


Zusa, by. A. Hill, Eſq; 


